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E M M A  C O P L E Y  E I S E N B E R G
4 4  T r u e  T h i n g s  a b o u t  B e i n g  G o n e
i i .
At the E t h i op i a n  r es t aurant  on Bal t i more  Avenue,  I can sit at 
the bar  and not  be bo t he r ed .  O n  Sunda y  a f t e rnoons ,  I watch the 
owner  and  his wife a nd  two chi l dren  in the  c o rne r  b o o t h ,  ea t i ng 
the spongy  Hat injera  bread wi th t hei r  hands .  I s t and at the  electr ic 
jukebox and  watch  the t rol leys sl ide by ou t s i de  a nd  pick songs t hat  
r emi nd  me o f  home.  I wai t  as long as it takes for t hem to c ome  on.
I can wai t  for t hem all night .
2 .
1 live now in West  Phi l ade lphi a ,  where  t he  houses  are j am me d  up 
agains t  each o t he r  so close they share walls and  the porches  sit in a 
l ine you can look down .  At h o m e  in Viney,  everyone  1 knew grew 
up on Viney M o u n t a i n  and  everyone  was whi te .  Here ,  there  are 
ma ny  black people  who  grew up  here,  and  a few whi t e  people  who  
d i d n ’t.
3 .
Whe r e  I live now,  I p r e t end  I 'm a vegetar i an.  T h e  craigsl ist  ad said: 
vegetarian roomm ate w a n ted  f o r  co m m u n a l  house. I buy  mea t  a n y ­
way, in S t yrofoam rectangles,  and  hide  it in t he  back of t he  freezer 
be h i nd  the f rozen broccol i .
4 .
A y oung  black m a n  lives in the  u n d e r g r o u n d  a p a r t m e n t  be low the 
Vi c tor i an  house  where  I r ent  a r oom f rom the vegetar i ans .  We are 
supposed  to share our  porch  wi th h i m,  bu t  mos t ly  he sits on his 
concre te  steps.  W h e n  he sits on his s teps  a nd  I sit on the porch  and  
the wi nd  blows just  r ight ,  I can smel l  his weed a nd  hear  h im t a l k ­
ing on the phone .  He  is a P h D  s t u d e n t  and  his f ather  is dying.
5 .
“Bon j ou r  a nd  we l c ome  to C h e z  L i nc o l n ! ” says Fred,  my boss.  I
9
work at a coffee kiosk in an u n d e rg r o u n d  t ra in s ta t ion ,  serving 
people  rush ing  to and from c o m m u te r  t ra ins  and rich people  who 
work in the glass office bu i ld ing  tha t  sits on top o f  the s ta t ion.
"Yes, hel lo ,” says Five Shot  Americano ,  a man  in a sleek 
dark  suit .  “ I will have a venti  Americano  wi th  five sho ts .”
“Excellent,  certainly,  com ing  r ight  up, sir,” says Fred in 
c us tom er  voice. “But  u n f o r tuna te ly  here at Chez  Lincoln we have 
only pequehos,  medio ,  and grandes.  W h a t  size is r ight  for you?” 
Five shot  Americano  is a lready ta lking  on his b lue too th  
headset  and looks at Fred, annoyed.  Fred rushes to the cup d i spens ­
er, pu 11s ou t  one cup o f  each size, rushes back to the coun ter ,  and 
holds  them  up. Five shot  Americano  poin ts  to the largest one  and 
Fred rushes of f  to make it.
“Five shot  A m e r ic ano ,” says Fred to Lea so she can r ing the 
guy up just in case she hasn’t heard the conversa t ion that  went  on 
r ight next  to her.
“ Did  you see Hal laday just  posit ively dem olish  the Padres?” 
Fred is saying to Five Shot  Americano  as I come back ou t  with 
milk. “Fourteen s t r ikeouts ,  I mean wow!” bu t  Five Shot  Americano  
is a lready walk ing away.
“O K  guys, we really need to th ink  a bou t  eff iciency,” says 
Fred. “For example,  pu t  a cup unde r  the coffee spou t  and then 
hand  it o f f  to som eone  else to pu t  the lid on i t .”
All m o rn in g  we run a ro u n d  and try to manage  the line that  
never seems to get any short e r  no m at te r  how m uch  we haul ass. 
Men who  are small or  fat like to order  the dark roast coffee that  
Fred has named  “ Black G o l d ” because it sounds  manly. G u a rd in g  
the espresso mach ine  all m orn ing ,  Fred repeats the Hal laday s tory 
to every cus tom er  that  is forced to listen to him while wai t ing  for 
their  dr ink.
At 10:00, Iced Di r ty  Chai  comes and  flirts with Lea on the 
register. Later  in the m orn ing ,  M e d iu m  M ocha  comes by, a fat man
Eisenberg
in hi s  ea r l y  f i f t i es  w h o  a l so  ge t s  a s c o n e  a n d  s i t s  o n  t h e  s i de .  1 ge t  
his s c o n e  a n d  p u t  it o n  a p l a t e  a n d  give  h i m  e x t r a  b u t t e r .  H e ’s n o t  
in a hu r r y .  H e ’s a c o m p o s e r  w i t h  hi s  o w n  k e y b o a r d .  H e  says  he' s 
b e e n  w r i t i n g  s o n g s  a b o u t  g i v i n g  it o n e  m o r e  t ry.  H e  asks  m e  i f  I 
p l ay  a n y  i n s t r u m e n t s ,  a n d  I tel l  h i m  I u s e d  to.
6 .
1 use  t h e  p u b l i c  t r a i n  s t a t i o n  b a t h r o o m ,  a n d  w h e n  I c o m e  o u t  o f  
t h e  stal l  t h e r e ’s a h o m e l e s s  w o m a n  in a l o n g  o v e r c o a t  l i n i n g  u p  
all h e r  s h o e s  a l o n g  t h e  e d g e  o f  t h e  s i n k s .  In Vi n e y ,  W e s t  V i r g i n i a ,  
t h e r e  wa s  a m a n  n a m e d  J i m m y  w h o  sa t  o u t s i d e  M c C a u l ’s gas  s t a ­
t i on  e v e r y  d a y  a n d  t o l d  C a t h o l i c  j okes .
“ W h i c h  o n e s ? ’ t h e  h o m e l e s s  w o m a n  asks  me ,  a n d  I s t a n d  
t h e r e  for  a l o n g  t i m e ,  c o n s i d e r i n g  t h e  s h o e s .
7.
A w o m a n  w i t h  k i n d  eyes  a n d  a c r e w  c u t  c o m e s  a n d  o r d e r s  a l a r ge  
Black G o l d  a n d  I feel l i ke s o m e o n e  has  j a c k e d  t h e  l i g h t s  u p .  S h e  
we a r s  a b l u e  b l a z e r  a n d  a s k i n n y  t ie  a n d  has  n i c e  s h o e s .  S h e  ca r r i e s  
a m e s s e n g e r  b a g  w i t h  a s e a t b e l t  f o r  a b u c k l e .  S h e  wa i t s  p a t i e n t l y  in 
l i ne  b e t w e e n  t w o  m e n  w e a r i n g  s u i t s  t h e  s a m e  c o l o r  o f  b l u e  as her s .
8 .
In t h e  t e n t h  g r a d e ,  I s l e p t  a t  C a r l a  D a n i e l ’s h o u s e  e v e r y  F r i d a y  
n i g h t  u n t i l  h e r  m o t h e r  m a d e  us  s t o p .  T h e r e  wa s  a p l a s t i c  l a m p p o s t  
in t h e  D a n i e l s ’ f r o n t  y a r d  t h a t  s h o n e  t h r o u g h  t h e  b l i n d s  in C a r l a ’s 
r o o m  a n d  m a d e  l i nes  l i ke  p r i s o n  ba r s  o n  t h e  b l a n k e t s  as we  h a c k e d  
a wa y  at  o n e  a n o t h e r .
9.
W h e n  L a r g e  Bl ack  G o l d  c o m e s  b a c k  f o r  a refi l l  a r o u n d  2 : 0 0 ,  s he  
t a l ks  t o  m e  as I ’m p o u r i n g  t h e  s u g a r  f r o m  t h e  b o x  i n t o  t h e  d i s p e n s -
Eisen berg
ers. She wo rks  in the  glass off ice  b u i l d i n g  ab o v e  th e  t ra in  s t a t i o n ,  
for a c o m p a n y  th a t  col lec ts  b o d y  pa r ts  for  t r a n s p l a n t s .  S h e ’s in 
ch a rg e  o f  the  livers.  I ask he r  a b o u t  he r  m e s s e n g e r  bag  w i th  the  
sea tbe l t  for  a buck le ,  an d  she  tells me she  b ikes  to w o rk .
“T h a t  m u s t  be n i ce , ” I say.
“ It is,” she says. “A n d  also h a r r o w i n g .  Bicyclis ts  are  the  
n u m b e r  o n e  l iver g iver s . ”
1 0 .
W i t h  the  m o n e y  f rom my fi rst  m o n t h  at  C h e z  L in c o ln ,  I b u y  a cell 
p h o n e ,  a s q u a t  sq u a r i sh  t h i n g  t h a t  s l ides  fo r w a r d  to  s h o w  a k e y ­
board  w i th  t i n y  b u t t o n s  w h e n  you  p u s h  it w i t h  y o u r  t h u m b s .
11.
I sit a r o u n d  w i th  the  v eg e ta r i an s  a n d  d r i n k  t h e i r  h o m e - b r e w e d  
beer.  1 hey are all t h in ,  all r u n n e r s ,  all w o r k i n g  for  o r g a n i z a t i o n s  
w i th  the  w o rd  “c o m m u n i t y ” in t h e m .  Tw o  o f  t h e m  sp ea k  f lu e n t  
Span ish .
“ H o w ’s y o u r  j o b ? ” o n e  o f  t h e m  asks me,  a n d  I can tell she  
pi ties  me,  a n d  the  q u e s t i o n  s t in k s ,  a smel l  l ike s o m e t h i n g  d y ing .
1 2 .
I use my t iny  p h o n e  to call C a r l a  D a n ie l s .  I ge t  a m essage  say ing  
the  n u m b e r  isn t in service .  I dial  th e  n u m b e r  for  m y  h o u s e ,  h o l d  
my b rea th ,  press the  gre en  sen d  b u t t o n .  M y  s i s t e r ’s voice  c o m e s  on ,  
say ing to leave a message  for  he r  or  M o m ,  t h e n  a t o o - l o n g  s i lence ,  
then  the  beep.  I tell t h e m  I m d o i n g  g o o d ,  ask a f te r  t h e m  a n d  the  
new horses M o m  is t r a in in g .  Ask if t h e y  k n o w  a n y t h i n g  a b o u t  
C a r l a  Danie ls .  M a y b e  she  m oved?  I ’d l ike to w r i t e  her,  I say. I spea k  
m > new  addres s  o u t  loud .  Love y o u  guys ,  I say. 7  h en  I h a n g  up.
1 3 .
I gc t a d r i n k  of w a te r  a n d  s t a n d  over  the  s ink .  I feel all s c r a p e d  o u t
Eisenberg
bu t  the tears w o n ’t come.
1 4 .
1 cook  a smal l  bee f  p a t t y  in an i ro n  sk i l l e t  tha t  be longs to one o f  the 
vegetar ians and eat i t  s i t t i n g  in a lawn c ha i r  on the po rch .
T h e  y o u n g  P h D  s tu d e n t  f r o m  the basemen t  a p a r t m e n t  
c l im bs  the stairs w i t h  a h o o k  u n d e r  his arm.
“ O h , ” 1 say, s t a r t l i n g  a l i t t l e .
“ I have jus t  as m u c h  r i g h t  to he here as y o u , ” he says. I hen 
a l i t t l e  sof ter , “ T h a t ’s m y  a p a r t m e n t  d o w n  the re . ”
“ R i g h t , ” I say. “ H e l l o . ” H e  takes a seat in a n o th e r  lawn  cha i r  
a few feet away. H e  looks  to he a l i t t l e  o lde r  than  me, maybe t w e n t y -  
f ive, and wears da rk  jeans and a red hood ie .  H e ’s read ing  a b ig  ho ok  
that  looks b rand  new. H e ’s s t r u g g l i n g  to h o ld  i t  open and s t i l l  sm oke
his cigar. I f in i sh  m y  p a t t y  in a few bi tes and get up to go.
“ Stay,” he says. “ Y o u ’re n o t  b o t h e r i n g  anyone .  I si t hack 
d o w n .  1 l is ten to the s ound  o f  a po l i ce  car g e t t i n g  c loser and then 
fa r the r  away. A l o w - r i d i n g  L i n c o l n  t o w n  car goes by, w i t h  a shot  
m uf f ler .
1 5 .
T h e  hoy  f r o m  V i n e y  w h o  t h o u g h t  he ’d m a r r y  me had a Suba ru  w i t h  
a shot  m u f f l e r .  We t r ie d  to f ix  i t  w i t h  paste, b u t  i t  s t i l l  c lanked .
16.
l  arge Black G o l d  is ta l l ,  poss ib ly  six fo o t .  She comes a r o u n d  more 
and more,  b r i n g i n g  a b ig  b lue glass m u g  fo r  me to f i l l .  O n e  day, I
pu l l  a d o u b le  sh i f t ,  and she is w a i t i n g  fo r  me at six.
“ You need h a p p y  hour ,  she says. “ A n d  you  need it  bad. I 
don ' t  argue.
We go to a c ro w d e d  bar  in the fancy business n e ig h b o r h o o d  
a round  the t r a in  s ta t i on .
Eisen berg
“ I ’m g o i n g  to ge t  y o u  s o m e t h i n g  g o o d , ” s h e  says ,  a n d  p u t s  
h e r  h a n d  at  t h e  n a p e  o f  m y  n e c k  j u s t  b e l o w  m y  p o n y t a i l .
1 7 .
W h e n  y o u  go u n d e r g r o u n d ,  w h e n  y o u  m o v e ,  in a s t a n d a r d  c ab  
p i c k u p  t r u c k ,  f r o m  y o u r  h o m e  o n  V i n e y  M o u n t a i n  to  a p l a c e  w h e r e  
n o  o n e  k n o w s  a n y t h i n g  a b o u t  y o u ,  n o t  o n e  p e r s o n ,  n o t  o n e  t h i n g ,  
w h e n  y o u  rea l ly  m a k e  a h o m e  for  y o u r s e l f  t h e r e ,  a l o n e ,  a t  t h e  bar ,  
it c an  be  so g o o d .
1 8 .
At an  I ta l ia n  r e s t a u r a n t  in an  al ley,  La rg e  B la c k  G o l d  a n d  I ea t  
p e n n e  B o l o g n e s e  w i t h  r o s e m a r y  a n d  h e a v y  c r e a m ,  a n d  s l ices  o f  
m o z z a r e l l a  o o z i n g  f resh w a t e r  a n d  sa l t .  L a rg e  B la c k  G o l d  t a k e s  o u t  
b o t t l e  a f t e r  b o t t l e  o f  w i n e  f r o m  h e r  m e s s e n g e r  b a g ,  a n d  t h e  w a i t e r  
o p e n s  t h e m  a n d  p o u r s  t h e m  i n t o  b ig ,  h e a v y  g lasses .  O i l  r u n s  d o w n  
m y  c h i n  a n d  o n t o  m y  n a p k i n ,  a n d  La rg e  B la c k  G o l d  l a u g h s .  1 h e r e  
is t i r a m i s u ,  L i m o n c e l l o  o n  t h e  h o u s e .  I t h a n k  a n d  t h a n k  t h e  w a i t e r  
e ach  t i m e  he  refi l ls  o u r  w a t e r  glasses .
1 9 .
W h e n  we f uc k ,  m y  f i n g e rs  sm e l l  l ike  c o f f e e  a n d  p la c e s  I wi l l  n e v e r  
t rave l:  E t h i o p i a ,  C o s t a  Rica ,  S u m a t r a ,  C h i a p a s .
2 0 .
H e r e ,  in th i s  c i ty  w h e r e  y o u  c a n ’t see t h e  sky,  it g o e s  f r o m  l i g h t  to  
d a r k  a n d  b a c k  a g a i n  in t h e  s t r a n g e s t  way.
2 1 .
Large  Black  G o l d  d r iv es  m e  h o m e ,  a c la ssy  t o u c h .  It  r a i n s  a n d  sh e  
p lays  g o o d  jazz.  M y  k n e e s  a re  p u s h e d  u p  a g a i n s t  t h e  d a s h b o a r d  o f  
he r  o ld  b la c k  B M W .  I he  m u s i c  is ful l  in t h e  c a r  a n d  t h e  w i n d s h i e l d  
w i p e r s  h i t  b a c k  a n d  f o r t h ,  a n d  t h e r e  is t h e  b r a s s y  s o u n d  o f  a c y m -
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bal b e i n g  h i t  l i g h t ly ,  o v e r  a n d  o v e r  a g a i n .
2 2 .
In  f r o n t  o f  m y  h o u s e ,  I c o n s i d e r  h e r  face ,  w h i c h  l o o k s  s t r a i g h t  
a h e a d .  I d e c i d e  t o  tel l  h e r  a b o u t  t h e  m u s i c .  I t el l  h e r  I u s e d  t o  p l a y  
b a n j o ,  t h a t  I s i n g  a l i t t l e .  T h e n  I tel l  h e r  t h a t  I l e f t  m y  b a n j o  o n  
V i n e y  M o u n t a i n ,  f o l l o w i n g  r u le s  I m a d e  u p ,  b u t  n o w  I ’m  s i ck  w i t h ­
o u t  it. S h e  l o o k s  a t  m e ,  s m i l e s ,  c h a n g e s  t h e  r a d i o  s t a t i o n ,  a n d  w h e n  
I d o n ' t  say  a n y t h i n g  e l se,  s h e  k i sse s  m e  t h e n  s i t s  b a c k  in h e r  se a t ,  
w a i t i n g .  I p u l l  t h e  d o o r  h a n d l e ,  p u t  a f o o t  o n  t h e  c o o l  b l a c k t o p ,  
w a l k  u p  t h e  s t a i r s  t o  m y  d o o r .  B u t  s h e  d o e s n ’t d r i v e  a w a y  ye t ;  s h e ’s 
m a k i n g  s u r e  I g e t  i n s i d e .  S t a n d i n g  o n  m y  p o r c h ,  w i t h  m y  k e y  in 
t h e  h e a v y  w o o d  d o o r ,  l o o k i n g  a t  h e r  w e t  b l a c k  c a r  in t h e  t r e e - l i n e d  
s t r e e t ,  t h e  s i m p l e  f a c t  c o m e s  to  m e ,  t r u e r  t h a n  t r u e :  t h i s  w o m a n ,  
s h e  is, as m y  s i s t e r  w o u l d  say, g o i n g  to  f u c k  m y  s h i t  up .
23 .
“C r a i g , ” says  t h e  P h D  s t u d e n t  h o l d i n g  o u t  h i s  h a n d .  I h i s  t i m e  he  
is a l r e a d y  o n  t h e  p o r c h  w h e n  I g e t  t h e r e .
“ K e n d r a , ” I say, t a k i n g  h is  h a n d ,  w h i c h  s m e l l s  l ike  O l d  
S p i c e  a n d  c ig a r s .
“ You a f r i e n d  o f  t h e s e  g i r l s ? ” h e  says ,  g e s t u r i n g  to  m y
h o u s e .
“ N o t  rea l ly , "  I say. H e  n o d s ,  l o o k s  b a c k  a t  h i s  b o o k .
“ I h e y ’re all v e g e t a r i a n s ,  1 say.
“ I h a t ’s r o u g h , ” h e  says.
“ You c o u l d n ' t  d o  i t ? ”
“ I d i d  it fo r  t o o  d a m n  l o n g . ”
“ G u i l t ? ” I ask .  “ R e l i g i o n ? ”
“ S o r t  of .  W e  w e r e  R a s t a s .  R a s t a f a r i a n s ?  W e l l ,  m y  e x - w i f e  
st i l l  is. I h a t ’s h o w  I w a s  r a i s e d ,  b u t  n o t  a n y m o r e .
“ W h a t  a r e  y o u  r e a d i n g ? ” I ask.
Eisen berg
“M a d a m e Bovary. Ever read it?"
“ N o p e .  You’re a s t u d e n t ,  r i g h t ? ”
“Yeah. H o w  d you know?
“ H e a rd  you on the  p h o n e , ” I say.
“Creepy.  At least  y o u ’re h o n e s t ,  he  says. I t s  a l r i g h t ,  I get  
to read a lot a n d  teach an d  ta lk  to p e o p le  a b o u t  ideas .” H e  pauses ,  
puffs on the  c igar a n d  lets o u t  the  s m o k e .  “ I guess  y o u  h ea rd  me 
t a l k ing  a b o u t  my  d ad  t h e n ,  too?
“Yeah.”
H e  nods .  “ H e  has c i r r hos is  of the  liver. D o  y o u  k n o w  w h a t
th a t  is?”
“T h a t ’s p ro b a b ly  the  o n ly  m ed ica l  t e r m  I k n o w , ” I say. 
“S o m e o n e  close to you?
“ E v er y o n e .”
His  cigar  s m o k e  waf ts  over  to my s ide  of th e  p o r c h .  1 h e r e s  
a s o u n d  like a car b ac k f i r in g ,  t h e n  th e  s am e  s o u n d  aga in .
“G u n s h o t s , ” says C ra ig ,  a n d  we l i s ten .  “C o m e  on .  I 11 fix 
you so m e  breakfas t .  S u n ’ll be up  so on .
“ I s h o u ld  get  s o m e  s leep, ” I say.
“ I ’ve got  b a c o n , ” he says.
24.
D o w n  in C r a i g ’s a p a r t m e n t ,  b o o k s  e x p l o d e  f r o m  th e  l a u n d r y  h a m ­
per, the  k i t c h en  cab in e t s ,  t he  f l o o r b o a r d s .  H e  t u r n s  o n  th e  o l ive-  
color ed  s tove a n d  hea ts  up  a cas t  i ron p an .
As the  b ac o n  sizzles a n d  the  t o a s t  toas ts ,  C r a i g  tel ls  m e  he 
has a seven -y ea r-o ld  son n a m e d  A rn ie  w h o  lives hal f  t h e  t i m e  w i t h  
his ex-wife in th e i r  o ld  h o u se  in N o r t h  P h i l a d e l p h i a ,  w h e re  e v e ry ­
one on the  b lock  is Rasta.
“W h y  did  y o u  m o v e?” I ask.
“ I used to go w i th  my  ex a n d  her  m o m  w h e n  th e y  w e n t  to 
get the i r  d re ad s  t i g h t e n e d , ” says C ra ig .  “ I sat  o u t s i d e  o n  th e  b e n c h
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a n d  read.  I hese o l d  guys  on  t h e  c o r n e r  w o u l d  c o m e  over  a n d  talk 
to me  a b o u t  o u r  p e o p l e ,  a b o u t  t h e  r e v o l u t i o n ,  a b o u t  b o w  e m p t y  
a n d  s c r ewed  u p  t h e  rest  o f  t h e  w o r l d  was.  T h e y  t o l d  me  it was  g o o d  
t h a t  1 l i ked to read.  They t o l d  me  it was  g o o d  I was  s m a r t .  Bu t  t he  
m o r e  I read,  t h e  m o r e  I d i d n ’t agr ee  wi t h  w h a t  p e o p l e  we r e  s ay i ng  
at  t he  m e e t i n g s  a n d  on  t h e  co r n e r s .  I w a n t e d  to go f i nd  o u t  for  
m y s e l f  w h a t  was  so b ad  a b o u t  e v e r y w h e r e  else.
C r a i g  p u t s  t wo  p l a t es  o n  t h e  k i t c h e n  t able .  H e  pul l s  o u t  a 
cha i r  for  m e  a n d  I si t  in it. H e  h a n d s  me  a ye l l ow c l o t h  n a p k i n  a n d  
s p r eads  his o w n  over  hi s  b ig  knees .
“ W h e r e  are yo u  f r o m a n y w a y ? ” he  asks.  I get  r e ady  to say, 
We s t  Vi r g i n i a .  I feel m y  w h o l e  self,  d o w n  to t h e  b o n e ,  s p i n  aga in  
a n d  aga in  a r o u n d  o n e  t h o u g h t  t h a t  is c a u g h t  in t h e  ce n t e r :  t h i s  life 
t h a t  1 have  today,  he r e  in thi s  ci ty,  a l o n e ,  I wi l l  n o t  su r v i ve  it. I 
c a n n o t  e n d u r e  it. N o t  o n e  m o r e  year.  N o t  o n e  m o r e  day.  N o t  o n e  
m o r e  m i n u t e .
M y  ch e ek s  are wet .
C r a i g ’s w a t c h i n g  me .  H e  p u t s  d o w n  his fork.
“ I t ’s g o o d  b a c o n ,  b u t  i t ’s n o t  t h a t  g o o d , ” he  says,  s mi l i n g ,  
a n d  I l augh ,  a n d  p i ck  u p  a p i ece  o f  b a c o n  a n d  s wa l l ow it, a n d  t h e n  
t ake  a n o t h e r  b i t e  a n d  t h e n  a n o t h e r ,  u n t i l  t h e r e ’s n o t h i n g  left  on  t he  
p l a t e  b u t  b l u e  a n d  w h i t e  f l owers .
2 5 .
I red' s  a n e c d o t e  o f  t h e  d ay  is t h e  s t o r y  o f  a l i t t l e  girl  in S o u t h  Afr i ca  
w h o  h ad  t h i r d  d eg r ee  b u r n s  over  e i g h t y  p e r c e n t  o f  he r  body .  T h e  
o d d s  we r e  b a d ,  b u t  h e r  d o c t o r s  used  a k i n d  o f  s p r a y  g u n  to r e - g r o w 
h e r  skin a n d  save h e r  life.
I hese  are a m a z i n g  t i me s  we l ive i n , ” says Fred  to M e d i u m  
M o c h a ,  “w h e n  i t ’s pos s i b l e  to c r ea t e  n e w  sk i n . "
2 6 .
Eisen berg
Large Black G o l d ’s s h o u l d e r  b lades  s c r a p e d  ag a in s t  m y  ch e e k  w h e n  
she t u r n e d  away, briefly,  in sleep.  She gro ws  th e re ,  in m y  t h r o a t .
Large Black G o l d  is on ly  ever free o n  S a t u r d a y  n i g h t s  a n d  S u n d a y  
m o r n in g s ,  an d  1 s p e n d  M o n d a y  t h r o u g h  S a t u r d a y  a f t e r n o o n  h o l d ­
ing my b re ath .
2 8 -
I learn to hat e  my cell p h o n e .  Its smal l  scjuarish sc reen b l i n k i n g  
bl ank ly  at me.  W h e n  I ’m at  h o m e ,  I p u t  it in a t in  a n d  p u t  t h e  t in  
u n d e r  my bed.
29>
I s tar t  s p e n d i n g  my a f t e r n o o n s  af ter  w o r k  w i t h  C ra ig .  H e  reads  me 
Wi l l a  C a t h e r  a n d  Susan S o n ta g  a n d  T h o m a s  H a rd y ,  a n d  I a l p h a ­
bet ize  his record  co l l ec t i on .  T h e n  he  s m o k e s  w eed  a n d  reads  by 
h im s e l f  on  the  a sp h a l t  s teps ,  b u t  he lets me play  a n y  re co rd  I w a n t  
as m a n y  t imes  as I w a n t  to hea r  it.
3 0 .
We go song  for song,  p l ay ing  each o t h e r  o u r  essent i a ls :  m y  S ta n ley  
Brother s  for his Bob Marley ,  my  Bill M o n r o e  for his J i m m y  Cl i f f ,  
my Del  M c C o u r y  Band  for his Peter  Iosh .
3 1 .
C r a i g ’s ex-wife d ro p s  o f f  his son A rn ie  at  his a p a r t m e n t  o n e  day  
whi le  I am there .  A rn ie  wears  a l o o s e - f i t t i n g  e m b r o i d e r e d  sh i r t  
m ad e  o f  heavy c lo th  over  his b lu e  jeans ,  a n d  carr ies  a b ig  b a c k p a c k .  
I he ex-wife is a s h o r t  w o m a n  w i th  d r e a d l o c k s  d o w n  to  he r  shins .  
“ You ever have locks  as lo n g  as t h a t ? ” I ask C ra ig .
“Jus t  a b o u t , ” he says.
Arn ie  tells me he w a n ts  to be a c i ty  p l a n n e r .  O n  a s lab of
18 Eisenberg
asp h a l t  t h a t  juts s h a r p ly  up  o u t  o f  the  s idew a lk ,  A r n i e  b u i ld s  a c i ty  
o f  c e m e n t  c h u n k s  h e ’s p i ck ed  up a r o u n d  o u r  b lock .  H e ’s d iv id e d  
the  pieces by size a n d  p u t  all t he  b ig  ones  in o n e  pi le a n d  th e  smal l  
on es  in a n o t h e r .  B et w ee n  t h e m  h e ’s s m e a r e d  b lu e  C re s t  t o o t h p a s t e .  
“ I t ’s a r iver ,’ he says.
“ I see t h a t ,  I say. “W h e r e ’s t h e  b r i d g e ? ”
“ N o  b r i d g e , ” says A rn ie ,  m u n c h i n g  on  a C h e e z - I t .  “T h e y  
have to s tay  on  th e  s ide t h e y ’re o n . ”
3 2 .
I bu y  a b ike  at  a p o rc h  sale a n d  c l a m b e r  a w k w a r d l y  on to p  so Large  
Black G o l d  a n d  I can r ide  t o g e t h e r  a l o n g  the  Schuy lk i l l .  We  go 
over  th e  b r id g e  t h a t  s ep a ra te s  West  P h i l a d e l p h ia  f r om  th e  rest  o f  
the  c i ty  a n d  she  asks me i f I see, in t h e  d i s t a n c e ,  fo u r  smal l  boys  
s t a n d i n g  at  th e  r iver ’s edge.  I say I d o n  t so she' ll  s t o p  p e d d l i n g  a n d  
p u t  her  a rm  a r o u n d  me a n d  p o i n t .
3 3 .
A le t t er  ar r ives  f rom  m y  m o t h e r ,  b u t  w h e n  I o p e n  it, all it says is: 
Curia D aniels left the m o u n ta in , jo in e d  the Peace Corps? C a r l a ’s emai l  
add ress  is w r i t t e n  in s h a r p ie  at  the  b o t t o m  o f  t h e  page.
3 4 .
I emai l  C a r l a  D an ie ls .  I tell he r  I t h i n k  i t ’s t ricky,  th is  b us ines s  o f  
m o v i n g  away f r o m  h o m e .  1 tell he r  I get  c o n f u s e d ,  t h a t  reasons  I 
left b e c o m e  reasons  I co u l d  have s t ayed .  I ask he r  to tell me o n e  
t ru e  t h i n g  a b o u t  w h a t  i t ’s l ike to  be gone.
3 3 .
T h e  space  w h e re  Large Black G o l d  lives in m y  b o d y  has  se t t l ed  
d o w n  a n d  e x p a n d e d .  I t ’s m o v e d  f r o m  m y  t h r o a t  a n d  lives no w  
s o m e w h e r e  ju s t  b e h i n d  m y  s t e r n u m .  T h e r e  are o t h e r  t h in g s  s to red  
there ,  a n d  they ' r e  jo s t l i n g  each ot he r .  C a r l a  D a n ie l s  is in there .
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T h e  b o y  w h o  t h o u g h t  he 'd  m a r r y  m e  is in  t h e r e .  A ls o ,  t h e  m o m e n t  
w h e n  y o u ' r e  s i t t i n g  in a c i r c le  w i t h  f r i e n d s  a b o u t  to  p l a y  m u s i c .
36 .
W h e n  S a t u r d a y  n i g h t  c o m e s ,  I l o o k  fo r  c lu e s  in  L a r g e  B la c k  G o l d ’s 
a p a r t m e n t .  I t ’s c l e a n .  B r i g h t l y  c o l o r e d  w a l l s  w i t h  n o t h i n g  o n  t h e m .  
W e  si t  in h e r  l i v in g  r o o m ,  w a t c h i n g  a n  o l d  W e s t e r n  o n  T V ,  a n d  s h e  
p u t s  h e r  h a n d  in m y  c r o t c h .  S h e  t o u c h e s  e v e r y t h i n g  t h e r e ,  a n d  t h e  
b l o o d  w o n ’t s t o p  H o o d i n g  m y  b o d y .  I p i c t u r e  t h e  c u r l i c u e  f  s h a p e  
o f  t h e  s o u n d  h o le s  o n  a m a n d o l i n .  S h e  f i n d s  w h e r e  o n e  k i n d  o f  s k i n  
s t o p s  a n d  a n o t h e r  k i n d  b e g i n s .  S h e  te l l s  m e  h o w  I g iv e  m y s e l f  away,  
easy as a b o o k .  I b r e a t h e  o u t ,  all  t h a t  w e i g h t .  W i t h  C a r l a  D a n i e l s ,  
w h a t  I r e m e m b e r  is fear.  C o r r e c t i o n :  w h a t  I r e m e m b e r  is a m a s h u p  
of fear  a n d  sex.  H e r e ,  t o d a y ,  I feel s o m e t h i n g ,  w a y  d o w n  in m y  g u t .  
N o t  l ike  sex.  T he  w o r d  I w o u l d  use  is c o m f o r t .
3 7 .
O s a m a  Bin L a d e n  is f o u n d  a n d  k i l l e d .  F r e d  te l l s  c u s t o m e r s  l i n e s  
f r o m  last  n i g h t ' s  L e t t e r m a n ,  t h e  t h e m e  b e i n g  w h a t  B in  L a d e n  m i g h t  
ha ve  sa id  just  b e f o r e  he  d i e d .  F r e d ’s f a v o r i t e  is: T n e e d  a h o u s e  
full  o f  N a v y  S E A L s l ike  I n e e d  a h o l e  in t h e  h e a d . ” H e  te l l s  t h i s  to  
L arge  Black G o l d  as s h e ’s w a i t i n g  fo r  h e r  e s p r e s s o .  S h e  l a u g h s .
3 8 .
La rg e  Black  C o l d  ca l l s  o n  a T u e s d a y  n i g h t ,  l a t e ,  a n d  a sk s  to  c o m e  
over.  I he  v e g e t a r i a n s  a re  a l r e a d y  in t h e i r  b e d s .  I s n e a k  h e r  u p  t h e  
o l d  w o o d e n  s te p s  of  m y  h o u s e ,  t h e  s o u n d  t r a v e l i n g  t h r o u g h  e v e r y  
f l o o r b o a r d .  S h e  ta k e s  h e r  c o n t a c t s  o u t  in t h e  b i g  t i l e d  b a t h r o o m  
a n d  lo o k s  a t  m e ,  b l i n k i n g ,  in h e r  so c k s .
3 9 .
I h e r e  is t h e  w a y  P h i l a d e l p h i a  l o o k s  s o m e t i m e s ,  b i k i n g  h o m e  la te  
a t  n i g h t  ac ro s s  t h e  b r i d g e .  B e lo w  m e ,  o n  1-76 ,  ca r s  r u s h  e a s t  to  t h e
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ci ty  a n d  wes t  to t h e  m o u n t a i n s .  T h e  l i ght s  o f  b i g  of f i ce  b u i l d i n g s  
on  t h e  wate r .  T h e r e  is t h e  wa y  all t h a t  l i ght  feels g o o d  o n  my  e y e ­
bal ls a n d  in my  body.  1 can get  to t h i n k i n g :  t h i s  b ig  g o r g e o u s  ci ty,  
thi s  is w h e r e  I l ive now,  t h i s  is w h e r e  I live.
4 0 .
Car l a  D a n i e l s  wr i t e s  back .  She  tel ls me  t h a t  i t ’s g o o d  to be g o n e ,  
a n d  al so,  agony .  She  tel ls me  it r a ins  m o r e  in C a m e r o o n  t h a n  it 
ever  d i d  in We s t  Vi r g i n i a ,  b u t  t h a t  t h e  sky can  go f r o m s u n n y  to 
p o u r i n g  in t en  s e c o n d s  f lat  in a way  t h a t  r e m i n d s  her .  She  tel ls me  
t h a t  eve ry  day,  in t h e  smal l  vi l l age w h e r e  she  is s t a t i o n e d  wi t h  t he  
Peace C o r p s ,  she  c l i m b s  t h e  M o a b i  t ree  in he r  f r o n t  yard .
Here , she  wr i t e s ,  is one true th in g  abou t being gone: I  clim b  
the tree to the top. I  sit a n d  pray to God. I  pray th a t I  w ill f a l l  ou t o j 
the tree a n d  break som eth ing  or h u r t m y se lf so bad  th a t they w ill  have  
to send me home. Then , I c lim b back down.
4 1 .
“ I d o n ’t a c t u a l l y  l ive h e r e , ’ says Large  Black G o l d ,  ove r  a n i g h t c a p  
in he r  a p a r t m e n t .
“ In t h i s  a p a r t m e n t ?  I say.
“ In P h i l a d e l p h i a ,  she  says.
“ I k n o w , ’’ I say. She  k n o c k s  b ac k  t h e  t wo  f i nger s  of  K n o b  
C r e e k  a n d  goes  to si t  on  t h e  w i n d o w  sill.  “ W h e r e  d o  y o u  live? I 
ask.
“A l i t t l e  bi t  o f  e v e r y w h e r e , ’ she  says.  “ P h o e n i x ,  A l b u q u e r ­
que ,  San Fr anc i s c o ,  M a d i s o n .  I go  w h e r e v e r  t h e  l ivers g o . ”
“A n d  I guess  nex t  you ' r e  g o n n a  tell m e  y o u  have  a girl  in 
every  por t ?  A wi fe  a n d  kid?
“ N o t  t h e  k id  p a r t , ” she  says qui e t l y .  W e  let t h a t  o n e  s i nk  
i n t o  t h e  ai r  a whi l e .
“ W h y  d i d  y o u  even  call  t h e n ? ” I say. “W h a t  a m I even  d o -
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ing  he re?”
“ I d o n ’t k n o w , ” she says. “ I guess,  I d i d n t  ex pect  you  to
m a t t e r . ”
“ Because  I w o r k  in a t ra in  s t a t ion?  Because  I m f r o m  a h ick
t o w n :
“ Because  I ’m m a r r i e d ,  she  says. “A n d  w h e n  yo u  re m ar r i e d ,  
no  o n e  else is s u p p o s e d  to m a t t e r , ” a n d  I go a n d  get  m y  coat .
She walks  me to th e  t r a i n  s t a t i o n ,  b u t  on  the  way  we cu t  
d o w n  a c o b b l e s t o n e  al ley w h e re  peo p le  are w a i t i n g  in l ine.  I he a l ­
ley’s pul s ing .  I can feel Large Black G o l d  h e s i t a t i n g  as we pass,  an d  
in a few m o re  s t eps  she  s tops  co m ple te ly .
“ I k n o w  th in g s  are f u c k e d , ” she  says, “ b u t  do  y o u  w a n t  to 
d a n c e ? ” I say sure  because  t h e r e ’s m o re  to be said a n d  we h a v e n ’t 
said it yet .  I fo l low he r  d o w n  the  lo n g  v e lv e t - ro p e d  ha l lway  a n d  
t h r o u g h  o n e  set  o f  d o o r s  w h e re  the  m u s i c ’s q u ie t ,  t h e n  a n o t h e r  
w h e re  the  m u s i c ’s loude r ,  t h e n  in to  a h u g e  r o o m  fi lled w i t h  p in k  
l ight .  I take  it in l ike a 3 6 0  d eg ree  w i n d s t o r m  -  the  g ian t  w h i t e  
b u lb  ab ove o u r  hea ds  t h a t  is s h a p e d  l ike a h o t  ai r  b a l l o o n ,  the  b a l ­
c o n y  t h a t  w ra ps  all t he  way a r o u n d  the  r o o m ,  the  e l e c t ro n i c  m us ic  
t h a t  seems to c o m e  f rom  the  h o t  ai r b a l l o o n ,  the  p e o p le  every  way 
I t u r n ,  a n d  n o w h e r e  to p u t  my feet.  Large Black G o l d  takes my 
h a n d  a n d  pul ls  me to w a r d  the  bar,  a n d  for the  first  t im e ,  as we pass 
by co u p le s  m a k i n g  o u t  a n d  m en  in s u s p e n d e r s  j o l t i n g  th e i r  knees  
in place ,  I no t i c e  t h a t  she  is s h o r t e r  t h a n  me.  At the  bar,  i t ’s so 
lo u d  we c a n ’t talk,  w h ic h  is per fec t ,  so I ju s t  let her  b u y  m e r o u n d  
af ter  r o u n d  an d  we s tare  o u t  at  the  c row d .  W e sw i tch  to d r i n k i n g  
shot s .  T h e  r o o m  goes  f r o m  m a i n l y  l o o k i n g  p i n k  to m a i n l y  l o o k i n g  
o ran g e .  Z e b r a  spo t s  a n d  s p i n n i n g  s tars are p r o j e c t e d  on the  h o t  air 
b a l l o o n .  T h e  m u s ic  ch a n g es  to s o m e t h i n g  w i th  m o re  o f  a beat .
“ I love th is  s o n g , ” Large Black G o l d  yells in m y  ear. I smi le ,  
b u t  I jus t  lean there .  I d o n ’t owe he r  a n y t h i n g .  She s ta r ts  f l o p p i n g  
he r  ar ms ,  d a n c i n g  on her  o w n .  I s ta r t  d o i n g  w h a t  I t h i n k  is d a n c -
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i ng ,  o r  is a t  l eas t  t h e  k i n d  o f  d a n c i n g  s h e  w a n t s .  W e  d o  t h e  r o b o t .  
S h e  g r a b s  a h o l d  o f  h e r  a n k l e .  W e  l a u g h .
T w o  gi r l s  c o m e  o n  s t a g e ,  o n e  s i n g i n g  i n t o  a r o t a r y  p h o n e ,  
t h e  o t h e r  o n  e l e c t r i c  g u i t a r .  T h e  s i n g e r ’s f ace  is p a l e  a n d  a l i t t l e  fat .  
S p l o t c h e s  o f  p i n k ,  r a s h - l i k e ,  s i t  h i g h  in h e r  c h e e k s .  M y  t e e t h  b i t e  
i n t o  t h e  t h i c k  s h o t  glass .  W e  ge t  c r o w d e d  i n t o  a c o r n e r ,  a g a i n s t  a 
b i g  s p e a k e r .  W e  s t a y  t h e r e ,  in t h e  s t a t i c .  W e  w a n t  t o  h e a r  a n d  n o t  
t o  hea r .  W e  w a n t  t o  d a n c e .
4 2 .
A n d  1 t h i n k :  t h i s  is h o w  I wi l l  c o m e  t o  k n o w  p e o p l e  f r o m  n o w  o n ,  
in c a v e r n o u s  r o o m s  f l o o d e d  w i t h  l i gh t .
4 3 .
The gi r l  is s t i l l  s i n g i n g  i n t o  t h e  r o t a r y  p h o n e .  S h e  k e e p s  p e r f e c t l y  
st i l l  as e v e r y t h i n g  e l se  in t h e  r o o m  m o v e s  a r o u n d  her .  W e  l o o k  for  
a n y  w a y  u p ,  a n d  a m a n  w i t h  a r m s  c o v e r e d  in l i o n s  p u l l s  us  t h e r e ,  
o n t o  a k i n d  o f  p l a t f o r m .  W e  s t o m p  o n  t h e  f l o o r  l i ke  a l as t  d i t c h  
l i ne  d a n c e .  T h e  gi r l  s i n g e r s  f l esh j i gg l es  in t h e  b r i g h t  l i g h t .  L a r g e  
Bl a c k  G o l d  g e t s  d o w n  o n  h e r  k n e e s  in f r o n t  o f  t h e  b a n d .
“ W h a t  a r e  y o u  d o i n g ? '  1 yel l  a t  her ,  l o o k i n g  d o w n  at  t h i s  
w o m a n  w h o  c a n ’t g i ve  m e  a n y  p i e c e  o f  w h a t  it is 1 n e e d .  A n d  t h e n  I 
ge t  o n  m y  k n e e s  t o o .  I t ’s c a l l e d  c l o s i n g  y o u r  eyes .  I t ’s c a l l e d  m u s i c .  
I t ’s c a l l e d  g i v i n g  o f  y o u r  w h o l e  h e a r t .
4 4 .
W h e n  I ge t  h o m e ,  C r a i g  is s m o k i n g  a c i g a r  o n  t h e  p o r c h  a n d  r e ­
c l i n i n g  o n  a b l u e  c o r d u r o y  c o u c h  h e ’s d r a g g e d  o u t  h e r e .  I ’m  d r u n k  
so I tel l  h i m  e v e r y t h i n g  a b o u t  L a r g e  Bl a c k  G o l d ,  a n d  h e  is t o o ,  so 
h e  t e l l s  m e  a b o u t  hi s  f a t h e r  w h o  is n o w  n o t  d y i n g ,  b u t  d e a d ,  a n d  
hi s  e x - w i f e  w h o  says  t h a t  h i m  t u r n i n g  h i s  b a c k  o n  t h e i r  l i f e s t y l e  is 
o n e  o f  l i f e ’s f ew u n f o r g i v a b l e  t h i n g s .
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I ask  h i m  i f  he  w a n t s  to  go  to  t h e  E t h i o p i a n  r e s t a u r a n t  a n d  
si t  a t  t h e  bar.
“ I t ’s c lo se d  n o w , ” he  says.  “ T o o  la te .  B u t  t h e r e  is a n o t h e r .
1 a n d  I wil l  go  s o m e t i m e . ’ H e  s t o p s  t a l k i n g ,  p u t s  a h a n d  a c r o s s  his  
m o u t h ,  ru b s  hi s b e a r d .
“ W h a t ? ” I say, y a w n i n g .
“ I t ’s an o ld  R a s ta  t h i n g .  You d o n ’t say  ‘y o u  a n d  m e . ’ ‘ I a n d  
1’ is w h a t  y o u  say w h e n  y o u ’re t a l k i n g  to  o t h e r  p e o p l e  in t h e  c a u s e ,  
o t h e r  exiles.  It m e a n s  w e ’re a l o n e  t o g e t h e r . ’
I d o n ’t ask h i m  i f  I can  d r i v e  h i m  to  t h e  f u n e r a l  a n d  he  
d o e s n ’t ask  m e  i f  he  can  m a k e  m e  b r e a k f a s t ,  b u t  w e  u n d e r s t a n d  t h e  
o t h e r  is o f f e r i n g  a n d  a l so  s a y i n g  yes.
C r a i g  l i g h t s  a n o t h e r  c i g a r  a n d  I t a k e  o i l  m y  c o a t .
D o w n  t h e  b l o c k ,  a ca r  b a c k f i r e s  tw i c e ,  t h e n  o n c e  m o r e .
W e  si t  t h e r e  for  a l o n g  t i m e .  W e  s i t  t h e r e  u n t i l  w e  c a n ’t h e a r  
a n y  s o u n d  c o m i n g  f r o m  t h e  s t r e e t  b u t  c i c a d a s .  W e  si t  t h e r e  u n t i l  
i t ’s n o t  p i t c h - b l a c k  n i g h t  a n y m o r e ,  b u t  b l u e - b l a c k  d a w n .  I h e n ,  we  
ge t  up .
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J O E  Z E N D A R S K I
[ D e a r  M i s s i s s i p p i !
D e a r  M i s s i s s i p p i  I h a d  a d o g  o n c e  a n d  d r e a m s  
I b r e a k  h e a r t s  it is 9 : 0 6  w e t  D e c e m b e r  is a 
r e d - s h o e  t h e  w i l d  g r a p e  has  w i t h e r e d  t h e  
c o t t o n  Melds a re  d i s c e d  a n d  d o g s  a re  s t u p i d  
t h e y  b r e a k  h e a r t s  it is 9 : 0 6  s l i d i n g  a r o u n d  in 
a b o t t l e  o f  w i n e  1 k e e p  t h i n k i n g  D C  is t h e  
s o u t h  t o o  D e a r  N o t h i n g  i t ’s c o l d  in b e i g e
a p a r t m e n t s  w h e n  b e l l i e s  d o n ' t  t o u c h  D e a r  a n d  
s o m e t i m e s  w h e n  t h e y  d o  B r o k e n  h e a r t  it is
D e c e m b e r  l ike  w e t  s h o e s  d r e a m s  p i l e  u p  in
d i s c e d  a p a r t m e n t s  red  c o v e r s  m y  d r e a m s  a n d  
d a y s  r u n  l ike  d o g s  s l i d e  a w a y  in a s t o r m
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W i d o w
You agree there is ice in the soil in sum m er, 
you  agree deeper s t i l l  the earth 
sh if ts  l iq u id ,  and we agree w hen I d ie 
you  w i l l  no t  g row  th in ,  d ry  l ike  
an t iq u a te d  fa rm  e q u ip m e n t ,  b u t  you w i l l  no t
m a rry  any man w ho  lives on ou r  street, e ither. 
A t  chu rch  you w i l l  wear b lack, then blue, 
then you w i l l  change congrega tions .
You ’ ll n o t  name a cat a fter me.
D r iv e  m y t ru c k  b u t  by emergency.
We agree the m oon  is no t  ro m a n t ic  
so m uch  as steady, a ho le in  the w a ll  
f ro m  w h ic h  a sp ider w i l l  c raw l 
to eat its mate, be eaten by its young .
You ins is t y o u ’ve d raw n
the sho r t  straw, a card o f  the w ro n g  su it,
and I love you  fo r  i t .  B u t I ask
you  to g row  o lde r  than  me and you  can’t.
I agree o u r  bodies are unkn o w a b le ,  
and you agree I k n o w  m ine  too  w e ll.
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T O P S A I L
We w a t c h e d  t h e  b ea ch  rol l  over  o n  i t se l f  
be f o r e  m y  a u n t  t u r n e d  to coke ,  
t u r n e d  up  m u g - s h o t  in n e w s p a p e r s .
I was  seven,  a n d  she  a n d  he r  t h r e e  
lovely s t e p d a u g h t e r s  s e n t  m e  u p  a n d  d o w n  
» t he  s t eps  o f  o u r  r e n t e d  t i m e s h a r e  
j u s t  o u t  o f  s i g h t  o f  t h e  wate r .  
t We  wer e  a lways  o u t  o f  s i gh t  o f  t h e  wate r .
I hey  t o l d  me  w h a t  t h e y  w a n t e d  
by color ,  a n d  I w o u l d  ca r r y  u p  f r o m t h e  l ine 
smal l  s c r aps  o f  s u n b l c a c h c d ,  w i n d - d r i e d  
c l o t h i n g  so t h e y  c o u l d  s k i n n y  i n t o  t h e m ,  
t h r o w  o n  a t - s h i r t ,  h e a d  for  t h e  waves .
My  d i ck  go t  ha r d ,  m y  f i nger s  j us t  
p ressed i n t o  t h i n g s  I d i d n ’t u n d e r s t a n d  
b u t  k n e w  1 w a n t e d ,  n e e d e d .
Years l a t er  w h e n  t h ey  we r e  lost  
to bad  b o y f r i e n d s ,  a s u i c i d e d  fa ther ,  
r i pp l e  a n d  swel l  of  d i v o r c e — all o f  t h e m ,  
l o n g  g o n e — I r e m e m b e r  m o s t l y  t h e  s a n d  
a l o n g  t h e  edges  o f  t h e  s t ree t .  H o w  we  s k i p p e d  
b a r e f o o t  across  t h e  p a v e m e n t ,  b u b b l i n g  
o f  t h e  t ar  for  as l o n g  as we  c o u l d  s t a n d  it, 
a n d  t h e n  b a c k  i n t o  t h e  sandy ,  we a k  grass
to cool  aga in  wh i l e  we wa l k e d  
e nd l es s l y  t o w a r d  t he  ocean .
Its b r e ak  a n d  rise,  w i n d  t h r o u g h  
; gu l l s ’ m o u t h s  d r o w n i n g  o u r  l augh t e r .
M y  a u n t  l o o k i n g  over  he r  s h o u l d e r  
wh i l e  t h o s e  gi r l s  o f  her s  pa i r e d  up,  
s u r r o u n d e d  me ,  t o o k  t u r n s  
f e r r y i ng  me  across  t h e  last  o f  t h e  s t reet s .
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I ’m lo i te r in g  in the da rk  w i t h  tw o  strangers,  D o m i n i c a n  b r o t h ­
ers f i sh ing at Ind ia  Point  Park on the w a te r f r o n t  o f  Prov idence,  
Rhode Island. A l l  in ou r  twent ies,  we watch ,  m o m e n ta r i l y ,  as a 
stray tabby cat and its s t ree t l igh t  shadow explo re a y a w n in g  ho le in 
a rus ted-out  garbage can. I he head o f  Nar raganse t t  Bay, the s tates 
l i feb lood ,  stretches b eh ind  us. O ra nge  and w h i t e  l ights  waver  at its 
edge. Suddenly,  the younge r  b ro th e r  E du a rdo  is his name has 
som eth ing  on his l ine,  and we t u r n  back to the water . H is  hands 
leave his pockets and f u m b le  to r  the rod as i t  rat t les against  the 
rai l ing.
“A smal l  one, ” E duardo  says, a f ter  the i n i t i a l  jo l t ,  d isap ­
p o in t m e n t  in his voice and shoulders .  ‘A n o t h e r  school ie .  B u t  I m 
always cur ious to see a f ish.
His  l ine swerves, t rembles. I t  g l i n t s  in the p e r ip h e ry  o f  
the p a rk ’s glow, c u t t i n g  across the b lack o f  the bay. E dua rdo  draws 
up and reels, t u r n i n g  s l igh t ly  on his hips.  H is  catch thrashes as i t  
approaches. We hear ano nym ous  splashes. 1 hen qu ie t .  I t h i n k  i t s  
lost, bu t  i t ’s o n ly  gone deep. O n e  f ina l  d ive before the rush to su r ­
face.
W h e n  the water breaks again,  E dua rdo  raises an A m e r ic a n  
eel: r ough ly  tw o  and a h a l f  feet long ;  one ro i l i n g ,  a r m - l i k e  muscle.  
Smal l ,  b u t  s trong.  F ig h t in g  hard.  A l l  resistance. 1 he three o f  us 
recoi l  as it comes w r ig g l i n g  over  the ra i l ing .  A p p a r i t i o n .  A  g l impse  
o f  unde rw o r ld .  T h e  creature is amaz ing as i t  panics,  s w i r l i n g  and 
suf foca t ing  in m idai r .
We panic,  too,  in ou r  way. “ F u c k in g  s h i t , ” says A le xa nd ro ,  
Eduardo ’s o lde r  bro ther ,  bo th  amused and appal led.  He  and I sk ip  
back a few steps, c lear ing space, w h i le  E dua rdo  pushes his rod as 
far as possible f rom  his torso.  R ig id ly ,  as i f  th is  t h i n g  is con tag ious ,  
he cranes the eel over the ra i l i ng  and lets i t  d ro p  in the grass.
“ We got  to cut  the head o f f , ” A le x a n d ro  says. G o o d  b r o t h ­
er ly advice. O n  the lawn,  the eel re m inds  me o f  a v i o l i n ,  a l te rna te ly
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shap ing  each f-hole  as it flails. Back and  fo r th ,  back and  for th .  
Somehow, i t ’s also the s t r ing.  But  the eel is soundless ,  except  for 
the swish o f  its body  on grass. 1 am si lent  too,  bu t  for a few u n c o n ­
scious groans  and  hum s.  Like the b ro th e r s ,  I ’m at once  a t t r ac ted  to 
and repulsed by this  creature ;  these e m o t io n s  are as ind is t inc t ,  f rom 
a cer ta in  di s tance,  as the poles o f  an ee l’s body.
“ W ith  scissors?’ asks Eduardo .
“O h  yeah,  with scissors,” says Alexandro .  “ For sure . These  
th ings  ... these th ings  are nasty.
H e  shakes his body, half in s t inc t ,  ha lf  theater .
“Nas ty !”
As if w a r m in g  his hand  over  a fire, a man  n a m e d  Tommy readies 
himself  over  his rod. I t ’s a cold early m o rn ing .  He  and  a f r iend,  
David,  are just  off the n igh t  shift ,  f ishing  clam w orm s  u n d e r  the 
1-95 br idge tha t  crosses the  salty Seekonk  River. Th i s  is the city o f  
Pawtucke t ,  five miles n o r th  o f  India  Po in t ,  where  the  N ar raganse t t  
narrows  to a s t o n e ’s throw.  By m i d - m o r n in g ,  the t ide will ebb  and  
these men  will be asleep.
“ Nah,"  Tommy says, re laxing again in his th ick  coat .  “Just  
c u r r e n t . ” But ,  a n o th e r  t rem ble .  A dec ided  shake. David  looks on.
Never  m in d ,  a dm i ts  Tommy. “ There’s s o m e th in g .  But  I ’m 
go ing  to w a i t . ” S o m et im es  i t ’s best to let a fish hook  itself. Let it 
swal low the bait .
“ Pick it u p , ” says David.  “C o m e  o n . ”
“ Nah ,  i t ’s just  b i t ing  a ro u n d  the  edge. I f  it were large, it 
wou ld take the whole  thing .  I f  i t ’s a small one ,  I d o n ’t w an t  it a n y ­
how.”
W h y  n o t '  David  asks. I hey ha ve n ’t hooked  even a small 
one  this  m o rn in g .  So Tommy sets it, wi th  a swift ,  p i ro u e t t i n g  yank.
“O n ? ” asks David.
“Yup. But  i t ’s baby.
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I t ’s an eel, actually. A gl is t ening yellow belly, a s la te-green 
back. T om m y lifts it f rom the water  and lets it dow n  in the d i r t  
below the bridge.  We watch it roll, in f ran t ic  waves. David gives a 
hoot  and pretends  to run away, l if t ing his knees high as i f in f right.  
T h e  fish has swal lowed the hook  ent irely;  th in ,  clear  m o n o f i l a m e n t  
runs from its m o u th  like a tongue.  No  one  moves to touch  the 
thing.
“Just look at tha t , ” I say, s ta n d in g  wi th  T o m m y  over the 
eel. Even on this foreign stage, the sheer  speed, the s inuosi ty ,  of its 
a thlet ic ism is cap t ivat ing,  m e t r o n o m i c — an u n l o r t u n a t e  m i s u n d e r ­
s tanding.  How accidental  that  this found  Tommy’s w orm  on the 
dark bo t tom ;  that  the eel swal lowed it whole;  tha t  such a c rea ture  
evolved to root th rough  m ud ,  the nooks  and  crannies  o f  the estua-  
rine floor. It is an a n im a ted  intest ine.  W a tc h in g  the eel s t ruggle ,  I 
long to see one on its own t e rm s— an im p ro b a b le  wish.
“Will  you use it for bai t?” I ask.
“Th is  th ing?” T o m m y  raises his eyebrow skeptical ly.  “ D o n ’t 
t h ink  so.’
“T h a t  fuck’n eel is nasty, dog! ’’ David bellows. He  hops  
about  in anxious exci t ement .  He takes a p h o to  of the fish with 
his cell phone  and shows T o m m y  immedia tely,  as if to verify its 
existence. Tommy squint s  at the tiny, pixila ted image. O r  cringes.  
Then he hoists the gr it -covered eel back over  the rai l ing and  dip 
its, le t t ing us all breathe.
“ It just wants  to s ink to the b o t t o m , ” David  says, l i f t ing it 
again. The eel is clean now. Elast ic as a ba th  toy. R e luc tan t  to let 
his fingers near the eels m o u th ,  T o m m y  slips on D a v i d ’s yard gloves 
to unclasp the leader, fish and all. W h e n  he manages ,  it dangles  
like a Chr i s tmas  o r n a m e n t  f rom his hand .  Like a s to ck ing  from its 
own loose end.
“Want  it? he calls down the rai ling, to be neighborly.  Two 
other  f ishermen shake their  heads.
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“ I ’m g o n n a  let it go  r i g h t  f r o m  he re ,  give it a c h a n c e , ’’ 
T o m m y  says.  H e  lets it d r o p .  “ M a y b e  t h e  h o o k ' l l  ru s t  o u t . ”
A l o n g  R iver  D r iv e ,  a n o t h e r  s t r e t c h  on  t h e  t i da l  S e e k o n k  b e t w e e n  
In d i a  P o in t  a n d  P a w t u c k e t ,  a m a n  n a m e d  M i g u e l ,  w e a r i n g  s w e a t ­
p a n t s  a n d  a w h i t e  t a n k  to p ,  f i shes w i t h  his t w o  so n s  a f t e r  d a r k .
H e  has  h u l k i n g ,  s c u l p t e d  a r m s .  T h e  c h i l d r e n  s p o t  a ra t  s c u r r y i n g  
t h r o u g h  t h e  c r a ck s  o f  t h e  r i p r a p .  T he  l i t t l e  o n e  is a f r a id  o f  t h e  m o ­
t io n ,  t h e  q u i c k n e s s .
“ D o  yo u  l ike to  fish? I ask t h e  o l d e r  boy,  as his b r o t h e r  
p lays  w i t h  p la s t i c  toy  t r u c k s  in t h e  r u t t e d  d i r t  b e t w e e n  th e  s t r ee t  
a n d  th e  river.
“ Yeah,” he  says.  “ I d o n ’t ea t  t h e m .  B u t ,  y e a h . ”
“W h y  n o t ? ’
“Urn . . .”
“You d o n ’t like to ea t  f i sh?”
H e  hesi tates ,  rubs  his t h ro a t .  H e ’s a b o u t  n i ne  or  ten.
“My d a d , ” the  kid says, “he cuts  the  head o f f  a n d  the  b lood  ...” 
H is  voi ce  t ra i l s  off ,  l ike t h e  w o r d s  are  c a u g h t ,  l o o  p e r s o n a l .  
P u l l i n g  his c h i n  to  h is  n eck ,  t h e  b o y  m a k e s  a face a n d  raises his 
h a n d s ,  as i f  to  r id t h e m  o f  a t h i n g  t h e y ’ve seen.
“ I he  o t h e r  day,  m y  d a d  c a u g h t  a b l u e  o n e , ” he goes  o n .
H e  m e a n s  a b l u e f i s h ,  w h i c h  is w h a t  p e o p l e  p r i m a r i l y  fish for  on 
the  S e e k o n k  River.  Th at ,  a n d  s t r i p e d  bass.  “ R i g h t  away,  he  c u t  th e  
hea d ,"  says t h e  boy.  “ I d o n ' t  l ike to  see. I t ’s nasty .  ”
I w e n t y  m i n u t e s  later ,  M i g u e l  d ra g s  a p e t i t e  eel t h r o u g h  
the  reeds  of  t h e  sh a l lo w s ,  t h e  s m a l l e s t  I ve ev e r  seen at  t h e  e n d  o f  a 
l ine.  1 he  k id s  m o v e  in to  t a k e  p a r t  in t h e  l a n d i n g .  I fo l low,  too .  A 
f r i e n d  o f  M i g u e l ’s h e lp s  h o l d  it,  as t h e  c h i l d r e n  a n d  I w a t c h ,  w i d e -  
eyed.  D e e p  in its t h r o a t ,  b u l g i n g ,  is t h e  h o o k ,  l ike  t h e  l u m p  o f  a 
m o u s e  in a s n ak e .
“G u y s , ’ M i g u e l  says f i rmly,  “go o ve r  t h e r e  fo r  a s e c o n d .
T h e  older  boy looks to his father.  T h e n  he puts  his a rm a r o u n d  his 
younger  b ro the r  and  leads h im away. T h e y  w a n d e r  d o w n  the bank,
reluctant ,  eyes trai l ing.
Sl ipping a pocke t kn i f e  f rom his baggy sweats,  Miguel  stabs 
the eel benea th  its peanut - she l l  jaw. Blood runs  black in the  d i m 
l ight  down his s t rong hands .  T h e  fish slows.  Stops .  W i t h  a pul l ,  
Miguel  removes the hook  and  st r ides o f f  af ter  his boys,  whi le  his 
f r iend wraps the smal l ,  g l i s t ening eel in a rec tangle  o f  used t infoi l ,  
careful ly folding the cr inkl ed silver over its pe nc i l - body  and  c r i m p ­
ing the edges.
T h e  eel wr i thes  on the grass at India  Point  Park.  E d u a r do ,  Alex- 
andro ,  and I circle a r ound .  T h r ee  yo u n g  men  u nn e r ve d  by a fish. 
Such power  in form.
“ I’ve heard they re good to eat ,  I offer.
T h o u g h  t rue,  these words  seem absurd ,  r id i culous ,  in the 
mo me n t .  Eduardo  and  Alexandro  are inc redu lous .  H o w  do you eat  
this shapeshif ter ,  this s l ippery energy?
Alexandro moves to a picnic  table,  rifles t h r o u gh  a tackle 
box.  “ lake it over there,  un d e r  the l ight ,  he di rects .  E d u a r d o  lifts 
the rod,  dut i ful ly  car rying it to a bike pa th  where  he sets the  d a n ­
gl ing eel down benea th  the elect r ic h u m  of a s t r ee t l amp.
"You want  i t?’ Alexandro  asks me,  in the steri le,  f lorescent  
light,  as he str ides up wi th  a large pai r  o f  scissors.
“Want  it?”
“Want  to keep it?”
“You w o n ’t eat  it?” I ask.
“ Hell  no , ” Alexandro says.
“ loo muc h  work,  anyway,” adds  Edua r do .  “Too hard  to 
peel off the skin.  You have to peel it off like a sock . ”
A st range desire washes over me.  It is long,  l ike an arrow,  
wi th a t rans lucent ,  nar row dorsal  fin for f l e t ching.  T h i n ,  fan- l ike
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p ec t o r a l s  h a n g  as i f  ves t i g i a l  f r o m  t h e  e e l ’s s ides .  A m o m e n t  ago ,  
it was  an  u n d u l a t i n g  r i b b o n  in t h e  bay.  N o w  it s w i m s  in p l ace ,  o n  
p a v e m e n t .  Br ief ly,  1 i m a g i n e  t a k i n g  t h i s  f ish h o m e  w i t h  me .  1 c o u l d  
coi l  it i n a glass  p i e  p l a t e ,  s l i de  it i n t o  t h e  o v e n  a n d ,  b i t e  a f t e r  sa l t y  
bi t e ,  d e v o u r  it w i t h  f o r k  a n d  kn i f e .  O r ,  I c o u l d  s l ip it i n t o  m y  
h o u s e m a t e s ’ beds :  S u r p r i s e ,  guys .
“ N o , ” 1 an s we r ,  f inal ly.  “ 1 w o n ’t ea t  i t . ” Bu t  p e r h a p s  t h a t  
w o u l d  d o  r i gh t  by  t h i s  eel :  t o  be  c o n s u m e d ,  l ike t h e  n o r m a l  f i sh;  to 
be i n c l u d e d  in t h e  r i t ua l s  t h a t  b e a r  us a l o n g — e a t i n g ,  t o u c h i n g  w i t h  
har e  h a n d s .
As t h e  b r o t h e r s  t a l k  o u t  a p l a n ,  s a n d  o n  t h e  p a t h  s c o u r s  t h e  
p r o t e c t i v e  f i lm o f  t h e  e e l ’s s k i n  a n d  s t i cks .  E d u a r d o  t h e n  s t eps  o n  
it, p i n n i n g  it d o w n .  Sc i s sor s  in h a n d ,  A l e x a n d r o  knee l s .  I he  h o o k  
is l arge  a n d  j u t s  m e n a c i n g l y  f r o m  its l ip.  1 s teel  mysel f .
Bu t  w h e n  he  b e g i n s ,  A l e x a n d r o  uses  t h e  t oo l  l ike p l i e r s  to 
p ry  o u t  t h e  h o o k .  H e  s pa r e s  t h i s  f i sh,  t h o u g h  p e r h a p s  i ts c r uc i a l  
m o m e n t  has  a l r e a d y  pas s ed .  As A l e x a n d r o  s t r u g g l e s  qu i e t l y ,  red 
glazes  t h e  r a i sed  p e b b l e s  o f  t h e  c o n c r e t e  in v i s i b l e  s p u r t s .
W h e n  t h e  h o o k  f i na l l y  r e t r ea t s ,  a n d  t h e  eel  is r e l eased  f r o m  
its h o l d ,  it s i gns  a f r a n t i c  f i gu r e  e i g h t  in r a p i d  s t ages ,  f i rst  S - i n g  
o n e  way,  t h e n  t h e  o t h e r ,  ov e r  a n d  over .  It r e v e r b e r a t e s  l ike a w i n d -  
mi  11— t h e  t y p e  t h a t  r e s e m b l e s  a g i a n t  e g g b e a t e r ,  b l a d e s  w h i r r i n g  o n  
a ver t i ca l  axis.  It r o t a t e s ,  r o t a t e s ,  r o t a t e s ,  w h i l e  t h e r e ’s st i l l  b r eeze .
E d u a r d o  s c a v e n g e s  a p a p e r  n a p k i n  f r o m  t h e  grass  nea rby .  
B e n d i n g ,  he  g r a s ps  t h e  eel  s n e c k  a n d  wa l k s  b r i s k l y  t o w a r d  N a r -  
r a g a n s e t t  Bay  w i t h  an  o u t s t r e t c h e d  a r m .  S h o r t  of t h e  r a i l i ng ,  he  
s t ops .  H e  s t r a d d l e s  hi s  legs,  d r a w s  t h e  f ish b a c k  a n d ,  as if a k id  
f l i n g i n g  a b r a n c h  a l o n e  in a f o r es t ,  lets go.  I he  eel  s w i n g s  e n d  ove r  
e n d ,  a n d  c r a c k s  s o m e w h e r e  b e l o w  o n  t h e  wa t e r .  I he  w h i t e  n a p k i n  
r e t u r n s  to t h e  g r o u n d  in a f l u t t e r .
I ask i f  it wi l l  s u r v i v e ,  b u t  k n o w.  I hey  s h r u g .
W e  scan  for  s igns .  O n l y  wa ves  c a t c h i n g  t h e  s t r e e t l i g h t .
“ N ow  t h a t ’s nasty,” E d u a r d o  says, p o i n t i n g  b e h i n d  us. We 
t u rn ,  again.  Back on the pa th ,  the tabby  a n d  a n o t h e r  cat  are on 
their  haunches ,  l icking  b lood  u n d e r  the l ight.  L ick ing  it all up,  
hungri ly ,  beside the  rod.
T h e  iirst is severed six inches below its head .  I r idescen t  black  flies 
swarm bo th  halves of its body.
T h e  second  is w ra p p e d  in l im e-green  f ish ing  l ine,  its tail 
t u cke d  benea th  a rosy towel beside a yellow Solo cup .  Bits of b r o ­
ken glass adhe re ,  and  g l i t t e r ing  sand.
T h e  th ird  rests on a r u m p l e d  scrap of  black canvas— an 
old ten t ,  I t h ink ,  still wi th  a few a l u m i n u m  poles ,  left by s o m e o n e  
homeless .  T h i s  eel is a foot long, maybe  less, a n d  cu r l ed  t h r o u g h  
the hoops  of a s ix -pack’s plastic .
O n e  more:  a perfect ,  f rozen S. Two flies w o rk  its m o u t h .  Its 
pec torals  r em ind  me of ears set too far back on a head ,  or  of b u t ­
tresses h o ld in g  up a ca thedra l .  A nearby  M c D o n a l d ’s cup  m im ics  its 
body:  t ipped  over, red s t raw be n t  at a wild angle .
Even in dea th ,  eels seem to smile.  BB-b lack  eyes. Tails  like 
oversized b u t t e r  knives.  T h e i r  skin:  l ea the r  on a da rk  sofa , t i g h t e n ­
ing. Ribs b e g in n in g  to show. Benea th  1-95 again in Pa w tu c k e t ,  I 
f ind them  toge the r  on the g ran i t e  river wall above the  Seekonk .
I h e y ’re nas ty - lo ok ing ,  a re n ’t they? a passing  f i she rm a n  
says, s u d de n ly  d i s t u r b in g  my e x a m in a t io n .  I nod  in a g re e m e n t :  no t  
because they l o o k ’ or  feel alien to us, b u t  because  they  were left 
here,  di sf igured,  to d ry  a m o n g  ou r  t rash.
‘If they w a n t e d  to kill t h e m , ” he goes on ,  “ I d o n ’t u n d e r ­
s tand  why  they d i d n ’t just cut  t h em  up,  th ro w  t h e m  back  in to  the 
water.
I nod.  “W hy no t  th row  t h e m  back  al ive?” I say.
“ 1 was here  yesterday evening ,  and  there  was on ly  o n e , ” the 
fisher says, no d d in g .  “ 1 hree m us t  have been  last n i g h t . ” Eels are
34 Neely
mo s t  a c t i v e  in t h e  e l e m e n t s  w e  fear .
W h e n  I l i f t  t h e  f i r s t ,  t h e  f l ies fall  away .  T h e  eel  s t i n k s ,  b u t  
its r u b b e r y  s k i n  is o d d l y  g r a t i f y i n g  t o  m y  t h u m b  a n d  f o r e f i n g e r .  
O n e  by  o n e ,  I h o l d  t h e m  u p ,  a n d  let  t h e m  d r o p .  T h e y  s i n k  s t r a i g h t  
a n d  q u i c k .  It feel s  g o o d  t o  p u t  t h e m  b a c k .  M a g g o t  eggs  f l oa t  t o  
t he  s u r f a c e  f r o m  t h e i r  m o u t h s  in c r e a m y  c l u s t e r s ,  l i ke  m i n i a t u r e  
b u b b l e s .  The  f l ies c i r c l e  b a c k  t o  a t t e n d  t o  t h e  w e t  s t a i n s ,  w h e r e  t h e  
eels lay.
T h e  r iver ,  I t h i n k .  The  r i ve r  wi l l  e a t  t h e  nas t y .
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K E V I N  P H A N
[ T h e  R u i n  C h o i r ]
Selection from My Life with Andy Goldsworthy
"The landscape is often perceived 
as pastoral, pretty, beautiful... 
But anybody who works the land 
knows i t’s not like tha t."
- "He’s Got the Whole World in His Hands. ” 
Ihe Telegraph (24 March 2007)
I m oonlighted
as a maestro, asked M other
Pacific: won't you play 
your liquid orchestra?
W hen I heard her 
ripped psalms I felt
no fear. I was a hum 
& watch hil set o f  eyes
in the night. I recited 
Milarepa with a flashlight
& tended to swans 
who enemies crouched
in the woods.
& Yes, I knew
soon or sooner 
I’d find loss:
those ruin-choir nights &
(at dawn) more beauties
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to bury. Irately, I raze 
my fingernails (packed
with crud.) 1 rinse, 
scour & repeat
& am reported missing 
at the kitchen window
remem bering the limp 
weight swung
in a Glad bag at m y right, 
a splintered shovel
clutched in m y left 
whose edge I rocked
my weight on to  
to open up
a place. Peeling back 
one wing 1 found
two nicks
(where fangs bad sunk)




[LETTER: ON THE NATURE OF C A M P IN G  
AT THE MARGINS (5 YEARS LATER)!
Selection from My Life with Andy Goldsworthy
“You fee l as i f  y o u ’ve touched 
the heart o f  the place...
I am so am azed a t times 
that I am actually alive. ” 
- Rivers &  Tides
D e ar  Andy,
I ’ve felt loose gravel rock b e n e a t h  my  feet
like the  t ide.  U n d u l a n t  t en tac le s  of w e e p i n g  
wi l lows have f r ig h t en e d  me.  I ’ve hea rd
the  soft  c o m p l a i n t s  of seabirds  w h o  d i m m e d  
the  sun.  W h e n  sleep was shal low 1 g a th e r ed
no gra ins  of rest.  I t h o u g h t  every  b u l b  b u r s t  
was to p h o t o g r a p h  my s h am e .  To c l ing,
Andy,  to c l ing  to n o t h i n g  is w h a t  I w a n t  
& love th ose  th ings  th a t  t im e  will b u r y  soon
I am t ry in g  to learn to love.
I am lea rn in g  to love o u r  sun :  a s p a s m o d i c  f i l a m e n t  
pu l s in g  on a b r ig h t  red s t em .  M o n k s ,  too ,
I love &: b lue  p lu m s  & bay leaves in ch e ap  t ins.
I have c o m m i t t e d  m a n t r a s  to my hea r t  
& sung.  If I can  love m i n i a t u r e  w i n d  s t o r m s
& fresh cow flop o d o r s  &t wi ld  gre ens  & 
eve rg re ens . . .  O r  w h en  I say hel lo.  He l lo
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spiny  dogf ish ,  fea ther  boa kelp,  red sea 
urchins ,  rh inoce ros  auk le t s . . .  I know  we'll  share  
the ear th  as o u r  t rue  hom e.
A u t u m n ’s eyeless ghosts  creak high in fl ight  
& my s u p e rm a rk e t  po ta toes  
grow eyes & fall asleep. I rest my head
on a s ta rry  blue  pi l low at the fragile margins
o f  a u t u m n  & when  the w ind  rocks
the trees in her  a rm s . . .  I hear  each leaf
u n s t i t c h —  bo tch e d  hear t  shapes
c la t te r  dow n  & e n te r  the s t ream.
I ’m en te r ing ,  too.  I t ’s f i l ling up.  
f h e  s t ream m ore  leaves than  s t ream every m o m e n t .  I gl is ten.
Andy, you can com e  f ind me here,
at the r ive r’s m arg in  h id in g  inside 
color lul  leaf  m o u n d s ,  the piles gen t ly  heaving  
up & d ow n  wi th  the s to rm s  
o f  my sorrow & laugh te r
Phan 39
COL L EE N O ' B R I E N
I N T H E  D E M O C R A C Y
M y  f a t h e r  w e n t  to  t h e  m i r r o r
e v e ry  m o r n i n g  ha l f  n a k e d
a n d  s c r a p e d  c r e a m
f r o m  his  b e a r d .  H e  f lexed
b o t h  b i c e p s ,  b l u e
p l a s t i c  r a z o r  p u n y
in h i s  fist .  H is  face
h a l f  c r e a m ,  ha l f  red
a n d  c l e a n ,  he  m a d e
a b e a s t - f a c e  to  m a k e
m e  s h r i e k  l a u g h i n g .
H e  b e l i e v e d  
t h a t  he  was  j o k i n g .
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SHAWN FAWSON
Fr a g m e n t s  o f  a  m o n a s t e r y  a t  D u s k
The m o n k  tel ls the s to ry  abou t  the p ra i r ie  
w i t h o u t  t o u c h i n g  a n y th in g .
U n t i l  he names the c lo ud  c loud  
sunsets fa i l ,  and rain never  covers 
f ields and towns.
U n t i l  he names the b lossom b lossom 
no one eats apples, no one sees bees 
and n o t h i n g  st ings.
Years go by.
W h e n  he names the vow  vow, 
c louds move;  blossoms fal l .
H e ’s o u t  o f  s ight ,  by now. It  was a lo ng  wa lk ,  
a rough w i n d .  T h e  whea t  parted 
and le f t  tha t  great k i n g d o m  




We must have suspected from  the beg in n in g  
that the darkness we marked
w ith  animals &  objects &  gods cou ld  be crossed.
Th ings  w i l l  be d if fe re n t  ou r  ancestors said &C m eant 
ou r  ch i ld ren  w i l l  have crayons enough 
to co lo r l ire . W i l l  lie at n ig h t
in the warm  bed o f  the ir  less-sadness &  ask the stars fo r  w ha t the stars 
w i l l  send them. T hen ,
you were that k in d  o f  b r ig h t ,  star-
heavy, &  le ft me s tar ing  at the f l ig h t  tracker in T e rm in a l C. Screen 
f i l led  w i th  leaving, each
plane a pu ls ing  cross above the c o n t in e n t .  I w anted
there to be, on each one, a box 
whose job i t  was to w h isper I  exist. Just th is, 
over &  over so I ’d know. I know
a couple, you said, w ho spend 
the ir  entire  lives apart. T hey  pu t
the coffee on in th e ir  separate c it ies &  f l ip
the ir  laptops open to show each o the r  w ha t the s u n l ig h t  is l ike . 1 l ike  
to imagine them m ak ing  d in n e r  toge ther in th e ir  separate
su n l i t  w indow s, the recipe a medley o f  vegetables &  wherever i t  is
they live—  the p inch  o f  salt, the small ta lk . T h e  coq au v in  
steaming on the screen. In  Sao Paulo, you lean
back in the radiance o f  800 dp i.  I ask i f  you w an t to, &  we take
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o u r  c l o t h e s  o f f  &  a r e  t r a n s f i g u r e d  i n s t a n t l y  i n t o  p i xe l s .  I n t o  p a c k e t s  
o f  l i g h t  i n t h e  s k y  o v e r  M i a m i .  &  I
a m  t h i n k i n g  a g a i n  o f  t h a t  c o u p l e ,  o f  t h e i r  l ove
l i ke  l ove ,  &  h o w  y o u  wi l l  l ie
b e s i d e  m e  t o n i g h t  in t h e  w h i r r i n g  b o x  o f  m y  l a p t o p .  I ll t u r n  
y o u  l ow,  &  w e ’ll l ie t h e r e
w h i l e  i t s t i n y  l i g h t  p u l s e s  o f f  &  o n  in t h e  d a r k n e s s  
l i ke  s o m e o n e  b r e a t h i n g .  O u r  b o d i e s
l i ke  c o n t i n e n t s  t h a t  w e r e  t o u c h i n g  o n c e .
Kempf
FAI TH G A R D N E R
T h e  D a u g h t e r  r e s u r r e c t e d
T h e  m o t h e r  sat  s l u m p e d  on  the  b e a c h ’s c h u n k y  s a n d ,  dai ly,  o n  a 
t a t t e r e d  r a in b o w  b l an k e t .  She  d i d n ’t wear  a t w o - p i e c e .  She d i d n ’t 
toe the  water .  She d i d n ’t read a novel  n o r  care  a b o u t  th e  s u n b u r n  
th a t  w o r s e n e d  day by day, t u r n i n g  her  the  c o l o r  o f  a crab .
She w a tc h e d  the  waves  spi t ,  a n d  w a i t ed .
M o v ed  her  lips a n d  begg ed,  beg ged  the  n o t h i n g .
O n  the  th i r d  day, su n  h a n g i n g  low a n d  m o o n  l o o m i n g  
w h i t e r  th an  the  sk y ’s w h i t e ,  her  d a u g h t e r  c r a w le d  o u t  o f  th e  t ide ,  
seaweed t an g led  in he r  hai r,  sk in  p e r iw in k l e  a n d  w a te r l o g g e d ,  veins  
h i g h w a y in g  her  skin .  H e r  dress  was g a p i n g  w i t h  holes .
T h e  m o t h e r  s t u m b l e d  across  the  s an d  a n d  he ld  h e r  we t  
d a u g h t e r  close,  s h u d d e r i n g .  She b l i n k e d  up  at  t h e  c lo u d s ,  w a t c h e d  
the  oce an  u n c e r t a i n  w h e t h e r  to cu rse  or  kiss th e  e b b i n g .  T h e  fo am  
left re s idue  th a t  r e m i n d e d  he r  o i  skele ta l  laces  l a d i n g  q u i c k l y  i n to  
t idal  s ludge.
H e r  d a u g h t e r  said n o t h i n g .  H e r  t o u c h ,  it was icy, a n d  her  
p o s tu re ,  it was slack.
! he m o t h e r  s o b b e d  a n d  d ro ve  the  d a u g h t e r  h o m e .  T h e  
d a u g h t e r  d r i p p e d  s a l tw a te r  on th e  car  sea ts  a n d  sat  in s i l ence ,  
eye ing the  trees t h a t  c h o p p e d  by the  pa s se n g e r  w i n d o w  w i t h  u n ­
b l in k in g ,  b l o o d s h o t  eyes. W h e n  the  m o t h e r  as ke d  q u e s t i o n s ,  the  
d a u g h t e r  v o m i t e d  m u d  on he r  lap. I he m o t h e r  n o d d e d ,  p a t t i n g  
her  d a u g h t e r  s s t o c k i n g - h o l e  on  her  knee  — fr eez in g  a n d  s l im y  — 
a n d  said,  jus t  rest.  You d o n ’t have to say a n y t h i n g .  I ’m ju s t  so g lad  
you re here.
At h o m e ,  the  d a u g h t e r  s to o d  in the  d o o r w a y  u n t i l  the  
m o t h e r  n u d g e d  her  ins ide .  She h a d  to be r e m i n d e d  w h e r e  h e r  r o o m  
was,  at the  top  ol  the  s ta i rca se  nea r  the  l inens .  I he  m o t h e r  s h o w e d  
her  d a u g h t e r  the  p in k  b o o kshe lves ,  d a y b e d  a n d  k i t t e n  pos ter s .
You d o n ’t r e m e m b e r  y o u r  ro om ?  th e  m o t h e r  sa id .
I he d a u g h t e r  sat  on  the  edge oi  the  bed a n d  s t a re d  i n t o  the
a i r .
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I he  m o t h e r  sat  b e s i d e  her .  S h e  p i c k e d  s e a w e e d  c h u n k s  
f r o m  h e r  d a u g h t e r ’s k n o t t e d  hai r .  I h e r e  wa s  a l u m p  in t h e  m o t h e r  s 
t h r o a t  t h a t  fel t  real ,  a l u m p  of  w o r d s .  S h e  w a n t e d  t o  ask  h o w  it fel t  
t o  d r o w n ,  a n d  w h e r e  s h e  w e n t  for  t h r e e  da ys .  S h e  w a n t e d  t o  ask  t h e  
d i f f e r e n c e  b e t w e e n  t h e  e x p e r i e n c e  o f  b e i n g  a l i ve  a n d  n o t .
C a n  I ge t  y o u  a n y t h i n g ?  s h e  a s k e d  i n s t e a d .
I he  d a u g h t e r  d r o o l e d  b r o w n  s a n d .
I he  m o t h e r  lef t  h e r  a l o n e ,  w e n t  d o w n s t a i r s  t o  r e h e a t  s o m e  
f o o d .  S h e  f o u n d  an  e l e c t r i c  b l a n k e t  in t h e  g a r a g e .  S h e  g o o g l e d  
“d a u g h t e r  d r o w n e d  a n d  rose  f r o m  t h e  sea.
Z e r o  re su l t s .
rhe f a t h e r  h a d  b e e n  s l e e p i n g  in t h e  a t t i c  a t  hi s  m o t h e r  s h o u s e  
w h e n  hi s  d a u g h t e r  r e s u r r e c t e d .  1 he  a t t i c  wa s  a r o o m  w i t h  s l o p i n g  
w o o d e n  c e i l i n g - w a l l s  l i n e d  w i t h  l i f e - s i zed  c o l l e c t i b l e  d o l l s  c a l l ed  
C o l o n i a l  G i r l s .  S i n c e  t h e  d r o w n i n g ,  t h e  f a t h e r  s p e n t  m o s t  hi s  t i m e  
l y i n g  in hi s  m o t h e r ’s f u t o n  in h e r  a t t i c .  T h e  p e a n u t  b u t t e r  p l a n t  
h a d  g r a n t e d  h i m  l eave.  H e  s t a r e d  at  t h e  m a n y  st i l l  f aces  o f  e n o r ­
m o u s  p o r c e l a i n  d o l l s  a r o u n d  h i m ,  f o r  h o u r s  o n  e n d ,  a n d  hi s  l ips  
b u z z e d  l i ke a w o r d  h o v e r i n g ,  n e v e r  t o  be  sa id .
H i s  h o u s e ,  t h e  m e r e  t h o u g h t  o f  it ,  p r o v o k e d  u n b e a r a b l e  
n a u s e a .  H i s  wi f e  — hi s  d a u g h t e r ’s m o t h e r  -  m a d e  h i m  d i z z y  w i t h  
h e r  g r i e f  a n d  h e r  t a l k  o f  gr i ef .  A n d  t h e r e  wa s  a l wa y s  t h e  q u e s t i o n  o f  
b l a m e .  O f  w h o  h a d  f a l l en  a s l e e p  f i r s t  o n  t h e  b e a c h  t h a t  d a y  — h e r  
o r  h i m?  It w a s  b o t h  u n k n o w a b l e  a n d  t i n f o r g i v e a b l e .
O n l y  t o d a y  hi s  wi f e  c a l l e d  h i m  p r o m i s i n g  a g i a n t  s u r p r i s e ,  
s i n g i n g ,  c o m e  h o m e .  S h e  s a i d ,  o u r  d a u g h t e r  w a l k e d  o u t  o f  t h e  sea.  
H e  m u m b l e d  s o m e t h i n g  a b o u t  p s y c h i a t r i s t s .  Beep ,  sa i d  t h e  p h o n e .
H e  sat  u p  a n d  s t a r e d  at  t h e  d o l l s  a n d  p u t  hi s  h a n d  u p  t o  hi s  
t h r o a t ,  f e e l i n g  t h e  b u l g e - b u l g e - b u l g c  o f  a p u l s e .  H i s  m o t h e r  c a m e  
u p  t h e  w o o d e n  l a d d e r ,  m a k i n g  it c r e a k .
S h e  p o i n t e d  t o  a do l l  w i t h  h e r  p o i n t i n g  s t i c k  a n d  sa i d ,  t h i s
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is a c h i l d - l i k e  r ep l i ca  o f  Q u e e n  V i c t o r i a ,  i s n ’t s h e  e x q u i s i t e ?
The f a t her ,  he r  s o n ,  d i d n ’t say a n y t h i n g .  H e  h e l d  hi s  h a n d  t h e r e  o n  
his  e s o p h a g u s  a n d  s q u e e z e d  u n t i l  hi s  m o t h e r  t o l d  h i m  t o  s t o p  it,  
s t o p  it r i g h t  now.
W h e n  he  a w o k e  f r o m  a n a p  t h e y  w e r e  s t a n d i n g  t h e r e  l i ke  a b r e a t h ­
i ng  f a mi l y  p o r t r a i t :  hi s  d a u g h t e r ,  pa l e  as a d i n n e r  p l a t e ,  v i o l e t ,  in 
tac t ,  w i t h  b l e e d i n g - l o o k i n g  eye ba l l s  t h a t  d i d  n o t  b l i n k .  S h e  wa s  
w e a r i n g  w h a t  he r  m o t h e r  a l wa ys  ca l l e d  h e r  ‘E a s t e r  d r e s s .  H i s  
wi fe ,  s t a n d i n g  b e s i d e  her ,  a p p e a r e d  t h i n n e r  t h a n  he  r e m e m b e r e d .  
Sh e  w o u l d n ’t s t o p  p e t t i n g  h e r  d a u g h t e r ’s p i g t a i l s ,  w h i c h  h u n g  l i m p  
a n d  u n w a s h e d .  Even  t h o u g h  hi s  d a u g h t e r  s t o o d  d i r e c t l y  in t h e  
ray s t r e a m i n g  t h r o u g h  t h e  s k y l i g h t ,  t h e r e  wa s  n o  g o l d e n  h a l o  t h a t  
lit  h e r  h a i r ’s f r izz.  B e h i n d  it al l ,  in t h e  s h a d o w s ,  b e n e a t h  a l i n e  o f  
C o l o n i a l  Gi r l s  a n d  w h i t e  l ace,  hi s  m o t h e r  l e a n e d  o n  h e r  c a n e  a n d  
s h o o k  h e r  h e a d  at  h i m .
H e  s t o o d  u p  in a s t r a i g h t  l i ne  a n d  s t a r e d  a h e a d  a t  hi s  
d a u g h t e r ,  w h o  d i d n ’t b l i n k .  H i s  l ace  was  s t i l l  w i t h  n o t h i n g .  All  
over ,  he  fel t  ze r o ,  b e c a u s e  t h i s  wa s  n o t  real .  It c o u l d n ’t be .  H e  was  
sal e ,  w a n d e r i n g  a d r e a m .
Bu t  w h e n  he  k n e l t ,  a n d  r e a c h e d  o u t  t o  h o l d  h e r  h a n d ,  
a n d  fel t  t h e  c h i l l e d  d a m p n e s s  o f  h e r  s k i n  l i ke  a n o o d l e ,  w h e n  he  
p r e s s ed  it a n d  he r  b i r d - l i k e  b o n e s  a n d  u n f l e x i n g  h a r d n e s s  o f  h e r  
t i s sue ,  w h e n  he s a w s he  was  t h e r e  in f r o n t  o l  h i m ,  r e d - e y e d  a n d  
s l a c k - f a c e d ,  w i t h  n o t  a b l i n k  a n d  n o t  a b r e a t h  a n d  n o t  a w o r d ,  he  
r eco i l ed  a n d  s t u m b l e d  b a c k w a r d  i n t o  t h e  l u t o n  legs.  It wa s  hi s  o w n  
c h o k i n g  t h a t  c o n v i n c e d  h i m  he  was  a l i ve  a n d  n o t  d r e a m i n g ;  hi s  
d a u g h t e r  was  d e a d  b u t  s t a n d i n g .
It t o o k  h i m  severa l  m i n u t e s  t o  r e g a i n  hi s  b r e a t h .
I he  l i r s t  l ew days ,  t h e  m o t h e r  w o u l d  n o t  l eave  h e r  d a u g h t e r  a l o n e .  
Sh e  t u c k e d  h e r  i n t o  b e d  at  n i g h t ,  w h e r e  t h e  d a u g h t e r  l ay w i t h  w i d e ,
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u n b l i n k i n g  eyes,  he r  l ips m u m  a n d  s h u t  a n d  w i t h o u t  b r e a t h .  She  
d i d  n o t  s l eep.  T h e  m o t h e r  s l ept ,  s n u g g l i n g  co l d  f lesh a n d  b l a n k e t s ,  
a n d  h a d  vivid n i g h t ma r e s .  1 he f a t h e r  s l ept  in t h e  o t h e r  r o o m ,  wi t h  
t he  g o l d e n  d o o r k n o b  l ocked .  W h e n  t he  m o t h e r  a w o k e  in t h e  m o r n ­
ings,  t he  d a u g h t e r  was  w h e r e  she  h ad  left  her ,  o n l y  s o m e t i m e s  she  
was s i t t i n g  u p  w i t h  her  h a n d s  in h e r  lap.  If t he  m o t h e r  said,  “g o o d  
m o r n i n g , ’ t h e n  t he  girl  w o u l d  gu rg l e .  T he m o t h e r  f ixed her  b r e a k ­
fast  on  a p l a t e ,  b u t  t h e  girl  o n l y  s t a r ed  at  it, a n d  w h e n  t he  m o t h e r  
s p o o n e d  s c r a m b l e d  eggs i n t o  h e r  d a u g h t e r ' s  m o u t h ,  she  w o u l d  n o t  
swal low.  A n d  t he r e  was  s a n d  in t h e  r e g u r g i t a t e d  eggs.
T h e  fa ther ,  m e a n w h i l e ,  w e n t  back  to wo r k .  I a m  very  h a p ­
py, he  t o l d  e v e r y o n e .  A mi r ac l e  has  h a p p e n e d .  I a m jus t  so happy .  
But  at  h o m e ,  he d i d n ' t  let his d a u g h t e r  si t  on  his knee .  H e  d i d n ' t  
read her  b o o k s  or  wa sh  he r  hai r .  H e  wa v e d  he l l o  a n d  s t a r ed  as l o n g  
as he c o u l d  at  t h o s e  red eyes b e f o r e  r e t r e a t i n g  i n t o  t h e  b e d r o o m  
wi t h  a d r i n k  o r  five.  H e  h ad  long ,  u n m e m o r a b l e  d r e a m s  in e mp t y ,  
c r o o k e d  wo r l d s  t h a t  s t a r r ed  a mi l l i o n  b l i n k i n g  dol l s .
Years passed  l ike thi s .  T h e y  c e l e b r a t e d  b i r t h d a y s  w i t h  t he i r  
d a u g h t e r ,  b u t  she  d i d n ’t s eem to c h a n g e .  She  wo r e  t h e  s a m e  s ized 
dress.  H e r  ha i r  neve r  grew,  n o r  he r  f i nge r na i l s .  H e r  face was  r igid 
a n d  u n m o v e d .  A n d  w h e n  she  o p e n e d  he r  m o u t h  to say s o m e t h i n g ,  
it was  o n l y  silt  a n d  s e a wa t e r  t h a t  spi l l ed.
T h e  f a t h e r  g r e w fat ,  hi s  ha i r  w h i t e n e d ,  a n d  he left  o n e  day,  
t a k i n g  o n l y  his pi l low,  his t e l ev i s i on ,  a n d  t h e  c o n t e n t s  o f  his l i q u o r  
c a b i n e t .  H e  m o v e d  b ac k  in w i t h  his m o t h e r ,  w h o  h ad  s i nce  m o v e d  
t he  co l o n i a l  do l l s  d o w n s t a i r s ,  w h e r e  she  d r a n k  tea wi t h  t h e m  a n d  
read t h e m  t ravel  m a g a z i n e s  a b o u t  ci t i es  s h e ’d n o t  vi s i t ed.
T  k n e w  y o u ’d  be b a c k , ’ she  said to h e r  son .
She  p o u r e d  h i m  s o m e  tea.  She  s ea t ed  a dol l  o n  e i t h e r  s ide  
of h i m.  I hey h a d  n a m e s  a n d  s tor i es .
T  feel m u c h  b e t t e r  here ,  he  said.
H e  p l u g g e d  in t h e  t e l ev i s i on  a n d  t u r n e d  it o n ,  a n d  t h ey
d i d n ’t say m u c h  af ter  tha t .
T h e  m o t h e r  w o r k e d  harder ,  t r a d e d  th e  h o u s e  for an  a p a r t ­
m e n t .  She b o u g h t  her  d a u g h t e r  dresses  a n d  b o o k s ,  b u t  th e  d a u g h t e r  
jus t s t ared  at t h e m  in her  lap like th ey  were  a l ien  gi ft s.  I he  m o t h e r  
d id  the  m a th :  her  d a u g h t e r  w o u l d  have been o f  p r o m  age by now.  
Bu t  no.  H e re  she was wi th  her,  u n d e v e l o p e d ,  still we t  a n d  ice -cold .
I he m o t h e r  w a tc h e d  her  ow n  face e r o d e  in m i r r o r s ,  t h e  
grav i ty  tug  yearly  at her  cheeks  a n d  jowls,  he r  ha i r  s h o c k ,  s t r a n d  by 
s t r a n d ,  colorless .  A r th r i t i s  b l o o m e d  in he r  k n u c k le s .  She was n o t  
the  sam e  w o m a n  w h o  had  loved the  o cean ,  h ad  s t u c k  he r  feet  in the  
d u n e s  a n d  l au g h e d  a n d  w a tc h e d  her  p i n k  d a u g h t e r  play. She n e e d e d  
re ad ing  glasses no w  to see her  d a u g h t e r ’s face. A n d  if she  p ee red  
closely, s q u i n t e d  he r  w r i n k l e d  eyes at  he r  c r e a t i o n ,  ze ro ed  in on the  
s to ry  in her  d a u g h t e r ’s pu pi ls ,  the  hole  in the  m i d d l e  of th e  red,  
she saw n o t h i n g ,  cool a n d  d a r k  a n d  lonely.  Bu t  w h y  c o m p l a i n .
Look at her  d au g h t e r ,  for eve r  by her  s ide,  s t a r i n g  at  the  




[ W h i l e  I— b r e a t h l e s s ...I
W h i l e  I— breathless 
w i t h  ach ing  calves—  
slogged a m o n g  dunes
tw o  s w i f t  deer fel l  
and rose stagger-
less over  sand 
and lu p in e  sown 
hack to l i fe  seed
by seed w ha t
were they d o in g  
at bay bared fear 
on the i r  q u i c k  f lanks 
i f  o n l y  eyes 
w o u l d n ’t to uch  them 
so and woods w o u ld  
leap f r o m  gazes 
and they i n to  
that  shaded s ight
you said a whale 
surfaced and then 
ano th e r  a 
sleek pha lanx  
the deer too  s l ick 
salt spray and sweat 
the s h im m e r  l i g h t  
keeps reveal ing—
as the feather-  
bal ls cu r led  loosely  
in d i vo ts  heads
tucked or  m iss ing—  
egg-born? w in d -m ad e?  
my heavy feet
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e a r t h b o u n d  as she ll s  
p u l l i n g  as i f
m o v e m e n t  w e re  s u c h  
s i m p l e  w i s h i n g  
d o d g i n g  f e a th e r s  
a n d  all t h e  s h o r e ’s 
b e a u t i f u l  d e a d
s t r e w n  c u r r e n c y  
for  t h e  t a k i n g  
o r  t h e  le av in g
a n d  all to say 
we  can  b u r y  
o r  b u r r o w  b u t
we wil l  n o t  be 
n o t  seen  for  l o n e .
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t e l e s c o p e
T h r o u g h  t h e  glass b r o u g h t  c lose  wa ve l e t s  f r o t h i n g  
w h i t e  u n d e r  a w h i t e  sky l ate d a y  s h i n e  
l ate a c h e  p u l l i n g  all t h e  s t r i n g s  h o m e w a r d
on  t h e  be a c h  a sea l i on  y o u n g  l o n e  
we w o r r y  o f  c o u r s e  m o t h e r l e s s  ch i l d  
a vo i ce  ca l l i n g  w o u l d  be  lost  in w i n d  
s a l t - f o g g e d  w i n d o w s  o b s c u r i n g  v i s i on
s h r i m p  b o a t s  a n d  smal l  h e a d s  t i l t i n g  u n d e r  
r e s ur f ace  far  l a t er  a n d  away  
s a t ed  fish in t h e  be l ly  o f  b o t h .
Aronson
M A T T H E W  F E R R E N C E
S p i r i t u a l  d a n g e r s
G enera l O bjective:
The students w ill have the opportunity to discuss the w ritings o f  Aldo
Leopold.
Specific  Objectives:
A t the conclusion o f  this discussion, students should be able to:
1. Discuss the environm enta l ethic of Aldo Leopold.
2. Describe at least six happenings tha t im pacted upon Leopold's env i­
ronm ental philosophy.
3. Discuss the obstacles im peding the evolution o f  a land  ethic in con­
temporary Am erican society.
4. Cite examples o f  how hum ans have m oved away fro m  a conscious­
ness of land.
5. D efend the value o f  wilderness.
6. Explain the significance of “x"  and  “y. ”
7. Discuss the lessons tha t can be learned from the Passenger Pigeon.
8. Explain how one can be both an appreciator a n d  a consumer of 
wildlife.
9. D efend the need fo r  a “doe " h u n tin g  season.
10. Discuss the concept “M an always kills the th ing  he loves " as it 
relates to w ild  species.
11. List f iv e  behavioral changes tha t they can accomplish th a t dem on­
strate a change in their th in k in g  about the environm ent.
12. Explain the significance of “D raba. "
B a ckgro u tid  I nfo r m a t  ion:
A Sand C o u n ty  Almanac is one of those pieces o f  literature  
tha t has proven to be classic. Composed of an assortm ent o f  Aldo  
Leopold's writings, the book was not pub lished  u n til  a fter the author's 
death. His career as a naturalist extended across four decades. In his 
writings, which were completed over time, one can see an evolution in 
thought and  philosophy which occurred as he learned more about the 
natural systems in which he worked a n d  recreated  Leopold has a n d
continues to serve as an inspiration to m any students a n d  teachers o f  
env ironm en ta l  a n d  conservation biology.
I  his ac tiv ity  breaks w ith  the trad it iona l  laboratory experi­
ence. It is the in ten tion  of the writer  that the sm all  groups oj students  
typically fo u n d  in the laboratory setting w i l l  serve to m a x im ize  discus­
sion relating to Leopold's writings. This discussion should  be student-  
centered w ith  the laboratory instructor's role changed to one of m o d ­
erator a n d  discussion leader.
—  Gary M . Terrence, Fu n d a m e n t a l s  o f  E n v i r o n me n t a l  Biology,
3rd Ed.
1.
l h e  f a r mhous e  sat near  the b o t t o m  o f  the  valley at the end  of 
the road.  1 he massive be rm o f  the t o w n ’s bypass  rout e  created an 
unna t u r a l  r idge,  a h u n d r e d - f o o t  high pr ivacy fence t ha t  blocked 
t h rough  traffic,  television signals and ,  my  father  c l a imed,  t o r n a ­
does.
O n  this l at ter  po i n t ,  my father  of fered clear  evidence.  No t  
long af ter  buy i ng  the  p r ope r t y  f rom a b a n k r u p t  hous i ng  developer ,  
he drove  to the farm wi th my sister.  S t o rms  rat t l ed the wi ndows ,  
and the sky mus t  have t u r ne d  green.  T u r n i n g  o n t o  Twol i ck  Dr ive,  
my father  a nd  my  sister  wa t ched  a funnel  c loud  dr i f t  overhead.  At 
the farm,  n o t h i n g  had been t ouched .  T h e  t o r n a d o  rode the t e r ­
rain,  l ifted f rom the hi l lsides and  f loated ben ign l y  past  the  decayed 
f a r mhouse  that ,  really, wou l d  have been be t t e r  of f  smashed.
For a year, my  father  drove  ou t  to the  farm to make  a h o me  
out  of t ha t  house .  Snakes  lived inside,  a longs ide  rats,  all o f  t hem 
u n b o t h e r e d  by the f ra t erni ty  br o the r s  who  had been the mos t  re­
cent  h u m a n  res idents .  T h e i r  beer  cans  l ined the cracked bas emen t  
floor, where  beams  of l ight  cut  t h r ough  the loose rock f ounda t i on .
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“ Burn  it d o w n , ” m y  unc le  s ugges ted ,  l o o k i n g  at  t h e  h o u s e  his o l d e r  
b r o t h e r  had  joyfu l ly  b o u g h t .  Let it he clear:  it was a g o o d  deal .  Let 
it also he clear:  no  o n e  else w a n t e d  it.
W h e n  se c u r in g  the  m o r tg a g e ,  t h e  local b a n k e r  s t a re d  
s l ack - ja wed  at  the  h o u se  my fa th e r  w a n t e d  to  f i n a n c e .  T h i s  was the  
m a in  s t r u c t u r e  o f  t he  100 acre  parcel ,  t he  h e a r t h ,  t h e  cen te r .  It was 
i n t e n d e d ,  also,  as the  f inanc ia l  b a c k b o n e  o f  t h e  deal .
“ I c a n ’t w r i t e  a loan for t h i s , ” th e  b a n k e r  sa id .  It was  jus t  
to o  ro u g h ,  w o r th l e s s  really. N o  d o u b t ,  he ag reed  w i t h  m y  un c le .  
Bet te r  to s t a r t  w i th  fresh ea r th  t h a n  su ffe r  th e  l ab o rs  of an  i m p o s ­
s ib le  rehab.  Plow it u n d e r  a lo n g  w i th  the  o v e r g r o w n  fields ,  t h e n  
th e re  w o u l d  be s o m e t h i n g  to w o r k  w i th .
But  my  fa th e r  was a d a m a n t .  H e  l iked th e  feel o f  th e  p lace ,  
an d  1 t h i n k  the  ch a l l e n g e  ca l led  to his soul .  H e  re fu sed  to r e co g n ize  
t he  sou rc e  o f  the  melody ,  the  s i rens  w h o  wa i l ed  f r o m  w i t h i n  d e t e ­
r i o ra te d  p las ter  la th ,  w h o  arced  a lo n g  th e  f rayed  c lo th  o f  k n o t t e d  
w i r in g ,  w h o  s l i th e red  u n d e r  the  m o u n d s  o f  t rash  in t h e  b a s e m e n t .
1 he b a n k e r  just  c o u l d n ’t do  it. I he h o u s e  o ff e red  no  c o l ­
latera l ,  in s t ead  a d d e d  l iabi li ty.  To w r i t e  th e  lo an ,  he l o o k e d  t o w a r d  
the  b a rn .  I he roo f  leaked,  s p i d e r  webs  in fe s ted  t h e  ce i l ings ,  a n d  the  
bo a rd s  had lo ng  s ince  w e a t h e r e d  to gray. H e  n o d d e d .  B e t t e r  t h a n  
th e  hous e ,  a n d  g o o d  e n o u g h  for t h e  b an k .
★ ★
2 .
I he r o o s t e r ’s n a m e  was A n d r o p o v .
I his was the  ea r l v -8 0s ,  w h e n  R o n a l d  R eagan  s e e m e d  to 
be  on te l evis ion every  n ig h t ,  his face g a t h e r e d  in by th e  a n t e n n a  
r o o t ed  a t o p  the  tall pole  b e h i n d  the  ho u se .  We h a d  t h r e e  c h a n n e l s ,  
m o re  or  less, p lus  PBS.  1 hat  o n l y  c o u n t e d  w h e n  Sesam e S tree t was 
on .  Reagan c r ack l ed  t h r o u g h  th e  t e l evi s ion  sc reen o n  eve ry  c h a n -
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nel, no m a t te r  wh ich d i rec t ion  the ro to r  spun  ou r  a n te nna .
Bzzz —  thud .
T h e  ro to r  dial h u m m e d ,  s ta t ic  l i f ting to reveal only a n o th e r  
version o f  his half-smile ,  my fellow Americans.
Bzzz —  thud .
O u t s id e ,  Adropov  raged.  T h e r e  was no television in the 
ch icken coop,  and the rooste r  seemed obl ivious  to the m o m e n t u m  
of  history.  He cared lit tle a bou t  Reagan’s future  as C o m m i e  killer, 
did not  worry  a bou t  the Berlin wall,  was unfazed  by the weight  o f  
Hungary ,  Czechos lovakia ,  Poland.
Bzzz —  thud .
He chased us, p ro u d  breast t h ru s t  in to  the air. His  feet 
c h u rne d ,  s t r ik ing  the g r o u n d  like a shoe against  a dus ty  table.  He 
ignored ou r  yells, d a r t ed  away from our  kicks, came  back with beak 
and a t t i tude ,  one  day c o rn e r in g  my m o th e r  who  took  refuge, not  
for the last t ime,  in a hay feeder.
Bzzz —  thud .
Eventual ly , A n d r o p o v  grew old.  My father 's hands  forgave 
no past.  T h e  ha tche t  m igh t  as well have been gu ided  by Reagan’s 
own imperat ive .  A n d ropov  abd ica ted  to the s tock pot .  I he meat  
proved too tough  to chew,  so we fed the soup  to the dogs.
4c *  *
3 .
There  are two spir i tual  dange rs  in no t  o w n in g  a farm.  O n e  is the 
dange r  o f  s u p p o s in g  tha t  breakfast  comes  from the grocery,  and  the 
o ther  tha t  heat  comes  from the furnace.
—  Aldo Leopo ld ,  A S a n d  C ounty A lm anac
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4 .
W h i le  his s t u d e n t s  never  shar ed  the  e n t h u s i a s m ,  my fa th e r  m a d e  
A Sand  County A lam anc  a f ix ture  in his e n v i r o n m e n t a l  sc ience  
courses .  O f  the  q u o t a t i o n s  he ex pec ted  his s t u d e n t s  to recall ,  n o n e  
ca rr ied  m o re  we ig h t  than  L eo p o ld  s d e c la r a t i o n  of fa rm  k n o w led g e .  
At h o m e ,  my fa th e r  was just  as l ikely to reference  t h e  sp i r i tua l  
dange rs  of not  m u c k i n g  o u t  farm stalls.  In m a n y  ways,  I s ha red  his 
s t u d e n t s  h a t r e d  for the  a p p l i c a t io n  of L e o p o l d ’s p h i lo sophy .
I d o n  t kn o w  w h en  the  idea for a farm o c c u r r e d  to my 
fa ther,  w h e th e r  he ex p e r i en ced  a pa s s io n a te  e p i p h a n y  whi le  p re p -  
p in g  for lec ture,  or  w h e th e r  he really m e a n t  to  re fash ion his i m p o v ­
er ished rural  c h i l d h o o d  as a p ro s p e r o u s  ad u l t .  W h e t h e r  co n s c io u s  
or  not ,  he b o u g h t  the  farm wi th  the  w o rd s  o f  A ldo  L e o p o ld  nea r ly  
e t c h e d  across the  barn  roof.  N o t  long af ter  m o v i n g  there ,  the  f a m ­
ily app e a re d  in the  S u n d a y  new spaper .  T h e  ar t ic le  e x p la in e d  how  
l iving on the  farm f u n c t i o n e d  as a dai ly  lab for the  c o n s e r v a t i o n  
e th ic  of m y  father.  A p h o t o  of me a p p e a r e d  bes ide  the  story,  a g r i n ­
n ing  s ix-year-old  h o l d i n g  o u t  an ear o f  co r n  for o n e  o f  th e  horses.
O f  all farm chores ,  1 hat ed  co r n  the  m os t .  All w in te r ,  we 
g r o u n d  the  ears in to  c h o p  for the  an im al s .  My fa th e r  a t t a c h e d  the  
fly wheel  of an a n t i q u e  co rn  g r i n d e r  to the  s p i n n i n g  bel t  d r iv e  o f  
his lawn t rac tor .  A d e n t e d  leng th  of scrap g u t t e r  d o w n s p o u t  c h a n ­
neled exhaus t  ou t s ide .  I s h u c k e d  husks  f rom  d r i ed  field c o r n ,  a task 
im poss ibl e  to do  whi l e  w e a r in g  gloves.  M y  jo in ts  crys ta l l i zed.  M y  
h an d s  ached.  I he t r a c to r  roared endlessly.  We see m e d  a lways to 
m ake  ch o p  in the  even ings ,  w h e n  the  early  d a rk  d e e p e n e d  the  cold  
an d  the  echoes  of the  t r a c to r  m o s t  ef fec tively  g r o u n d  m y  soul .
★ *  ★
5 .
Skywise looked y o u n g ,  was old.  His  hai r  had  long  ago f ros te d  to
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white ,  t h o u g h  the specifics  o f  clven phys io logy  none the less  made  
him a ppear  ch i ld l ike .  In the g raph ic  novel Elfquest, Skvwise plays 
the par t  of sage, of s idek ick,  of e lder  w isdom  to y oung ,  brash ,  foo l ­
ish chief  ( .u t t e r .  C u t t e r ’s the hero,  Skywise the voice of reason.
Skywise likes wine.
Skywise gazes upw a rd  and  marvels  at the stars:  you don ' t  
get tha t  na m e  for n o th in g .
A ro u n d  his neck,  he wears an o b lo n g  piece o f  m agne t ic  
rock, called the  lodes tone .
Skywise d idn ' t  k n o w  this , bu t  a lodes tone  is m agne t i t e .  A 
s im ple  rock with  e x t r a o rd in a ry  powers  tha t  seem magical ,  i f you 
d o n ’t know  geology. I t ’s m agne t ic ,  so it works  as a compass .
Skywise t h in k s  his l odes tone  is a ch ip  from a star. He  
dangles  it f rom a raw hid e  t h o n g  to f ind the way for C u t t e r ,  for his 
t r ibe, for himself .
My fathe r  was a geologis t  first,  before  b e c o m i n g  a biolog is t ,  
before  b u y ing  a farm.
At 10 years old,  I w a n te d  n o t h i n g  m ore  in the wor ld  than  
to be Skywise.  I yearned for w isdom ,  d i re c t ion ,  the mystical  gravi ty  
of rock.  Like Skywise,  I had no interest  in be in g  c h i e f  bu t  always 
looked  for the  way. Skywise had a way wi th  the  ladies: also a p p e a l ­
ing to a 10-ycar-o ld  boy.
*  *  *
6 .
Dow ns ta i r s ,  the  sheep  o c c up ie d  the lower h a l f  o f  the ba rn .  T h e  
flock was never  e n o r m o u s ,  m ax ing  near  fifty in a m b i t i o u s  years, 
and the  ewes exh ib i te d  the placid b lankness  for which  sheep  are 
ce lebra ted .  Sheep  live the i r  lives in s tu p o r  and  b r ie f  terror.  Most ly , 
they mill a r o u n d  and  bleat ,  bu t  they panic  w hen  a farmer,  say, 
bangs on a plast ic  ch lo r in e  bucke t  r epu rpose d  to carry oats .
Ferrence
Even t h e n ,  s h e e p  f i n d  it h a r d  to  h o l d  a g r u d g e .  I n s i d e  t h e  
b a r n ,  t h e  f r o t h i n g  f lo ck  h u r t l e s  t o w a r d  t h e  ex it  l ike  a s i n g l e  f lu f fy  
o r g a n i s m .  T h e r e ,  it faces  t h e  b o t t l e n e c k  o f  t h e  s h e e p  h a t c h ,  a t r a p  
d o o r  c u t  i n t o  t h e  s id e  of  t h e  b a r n  w i t h  a c h a i n s a w .  S h e e p  c l i m b  
a b o a r d  o t h e r  s h e e p ,  s h o v e  h e a d s  d e e p  i n t o  w o o l ,  c l o g  t h e  d o o r  l ike  
so g g y  c o t t o n  ba ll s  s w i r l i n g  d o w n  t h e  d r a i n .  O u t s i d e ,  e a c h  s h e e p  
re leases  t h r o u g h  t h e  d o o r  a n d  ta k e s  a few f r e n z i e d  s t e p s .  S t u p o r  
r e t u r n s  in a wave  t h r e e  feet  b e y o n d  t h e  h a t c h .
R a m s  are d i f f e r e n t ,  d r i v e n  by  f u r y  a n d  a b l e n d  of  m a ­
c h i s m o  a n d  N a p o l e o n  c o m p l e x .  P e r h a p s  t h e  b u r d e n  of  r e s p o n s i b i l ­
i ty w e i g h s  he a v i ly  u p o n  t h e i r  t h i c k  ne c k s .  So m a n y  ew es ,  so m a n y
l a m b s ,  o n e  r a m .
T h a t  gives t o o  m u c h  c r e d i t ,  s i n c e  r a m s  e x h i b i t  t h e  k i n d  o f  
b l i n d ,  l u r i d  s t u p i d i t y  o n l y  seen  e l s e w h e r e  in i s o l a t e d  e n v i r o n m e n t s :  
f r a t e r n i t y  h o u s e s ,  s p r i n g  b r e a k ,  t h e  iMLA a n n u a l  c o n f e r e n c e .  R a m s  
l ive o n l y  to  p r o v e  t h e m s e l v e s  w o r t h y  o f  t h e i r  p o s i t i o n .  R a m s  p o s ­
sess o n e  s in g le  p h i l o s o p h y ,  c e n t e r e d  e n t i r e l y  o n  s e l f  i m a g e .
C h a r l e y  was  o u r  r a m ,  a s q u a t ,  d i n g y  C h e v i o t  w h o s e  w o o l  
s e e m e d  a lw ays  t i n g e d  w i t h  m u d .  W h i l e  t h e  ewes  c a l l e d  o u t  w i t h  
so f t ,  p l a i n t i v e ,  a l m o s t  lyr ic  vo ice ,  C h a r l e y  e m p l o y e d  t h e  s h e e p  v e r ­
s i o n  o f  a B r o n x  a c c e n t .  Low,  b o r e d ,  a t h r e a t e n i n g  b la t .  H e  s u r v e y e d  
t h e  f lock  a n d  o p e r a t e d  w i t h  c l i n ic a l ,  d i a b o l i c a l  h a p h a z a r d n e s s .  
O f t e n ,  he  i g n o r e d  w h o m e v e r  w a d e d  a m o n g  t h e  f lo c k  c a s t i n g  feed .  
S o m e t i m e s ,  he  b e c a m e  s e n t i n e l ,  a n n o u n c i n g  a t  t h e  g a t e  h i s  p l a n  o f  
d e f e n s e .  At  his  w o r s t ,  he  l u r k e d .  H e  b l e n d e d  in a m o n g  t h e  ew es ,  
s w a m  b e n e a t h  t h e  ta l l e r  F i n n s  a n d  S u f f o l k  l ike  a fuzzy,  h a r d - h e a d e d  
p i r a n h a .  H e  h a d  s t r a t egy ,  s o m e  m o d i c u m  o f  g u i l e  to  a u g m e n t  u n ­
a b a s h e d  p iss iv i ty .  H e  w a i t e d ,  w a t c h e d ,  t h e n  s t r e a k e d  i n t o  p e r i p h ­
eral  v i s io n  as a k n e e - c a p  s e e k i n g  mis s i le .
A f te r  n e a r  miss es ,  a r t f u l  d o d g e s ,  a n d  a n  a s s o r t m e n t  o f  d a r ­
ing  es capes ,  m y  m o t h e r  f i n a l l y  ran  a fo u l  o f  t h e  r a m .  H e  c h a r g e d  
h a r d ,  a h u n d r e d  a n d  f i f ty  p o u n d s  of  c h u r n i n g  ire.  S h e  s c a m p e r e d
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in to  a h a y  fe ede r  h u n g  o n  th e  wall ,  safe b u t  n o w  cu t  o f f  f r o m  e s ­
cape.  For  an  h o u r ,  C h a r l e y  s t r u t t e d  back  a n d  f o r th .  H e  d a r e d  her ,  
t a lked  s m a c k ,  s t a k e d  his c l a im  to  t h a t  space  o n c e  a n d  forever .  M y  
m o t h e r  ca l led  o u t  for  h e lp ,  g r o w i n g  a n g r y  a n d ,  no  d o u b t ,  p a n ­
icked.  C h a r l e y  h ad  her ,  a n d  t h e r e  was  n o t h i n g  she  c o u l d  do.
Final ly,  m y  f a th e r  h e a r d  th e  yells a n d  e x e c u t e d  a rescue .  My 
fa th e r  h ad  g r o w n  t i re d  o f  C h a r l e y ’s a t t i t u d e .  M y  f a th e r  w o r e  size 
f o u r t e e n  s t e e l - t o e d  w o r k  b o o t s .
For  a r a m ,  t h e  c h a r g e  p re ce d e s  an e x p e c t a t i o n  o f  i m p a c t .  
We've  all seen t h a t  o n  th e  n a t u r e  shows :  m a je s t i c  B i g h o r n s  rear 
back,  c lash sku l l s ,  re pea t .  I t ’s h o w  you  so r t  it o u t .  C h a r l e y  s t r ea k ed  
fo r w ard ,  a n d  m y  f a th e r  ra ised  o n e  size f o u r t e e n  i n t o  th e  air.  In  t h a t  
clash,  w h e n  s teel  a n d  l e a t h e r  m e t  b o n e  a n d  w o o l ,  lay t h e  ep ic  o f  
th e  p as tu re s .  Two r a m s  now,  o n e  a t i r ed  o ld  a l p h a  p r o t e c t i n g  his 
h u m a n  f lock,  t h e  o t h e r  a f r e n z i e d  m a n i a c  u n u s e d  to  g a u g i n g  size.
I here  was i m p a c t ,  a t h u d ,  t h e  force  o f  t h e  ram d r iv e n  s t r a i g h t  ba ck  
in to  his o w n  skul l .
S t u n n e d ,  C h a r l e y  s h u t t l e d  b a c k w a r d .  H e  c o n s i d e r e d  the  
f luke,  w e ig h e d  his o p t i o n s ,  a n d  c h a r g e d  th e  b o o t  aga in .  D a z e d  now,  
C h a r l e y  re fu sed  to  s u b m i t .  H e  gave it a t h i r d  ch a r g e ,  m a n u r e  f l i ck ­
ing in t h e  a i r  u n d e r  his w h i r l i n g  hooves .
As my f a th e r  tells t h e  s tory ,  th i s  final  s t r i k e  c h a n g e d  e v e r y ­
th in g .  C h a r l e y  felt  t h e  u n y i e l d i n g  force  o f  s tee l ,  c o u l d  n o t  sh ak e  
the  c o b w e b s  f r o m  his n o w  re e l ing  skul l .  H e  b l e a t e d ,  s o m e t h i n g  
a b o u t  a n y t i m e  a n y w h e r e ,  t h e n  r e t r e a t e d  i n t o  t h e  f lock,  neve r  to 
c h a l l e n g e  m y  f a th e r  aga in .
Before t h e  c o u n t y  fair, m y  f a th e r  h ad  t - s h i r t s  m a d e .  Yellow c o t t o n  
e m b e l l i s h e d  w i th  red felt:  C a r d i n a l  C r e e k  F a rm .  H e  a s s ig n ed  t i t les  
tor each of us,  a r ced  b e n e a t h  t h e  f a r m s  n a m e  in t h e  s a m e  red felt .
H e  was “f o r e m a n , ” m y  m o t h e r  “m a n a g e r , ” m y  b r o t h e r  
“s h e p h e r d , ’ my s is te r  “g o a t h e r d e r .  I was th e  y o u n g e s t ,  st i l l  l i t t le
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an d  pe r p e tu a l ly  u n i n t e r e s t e d  in the  farm.  1 was wa te rboy.
We took  to the  barn  as a family  to r o u n d  up  th e  sheep.
My fa the r  backed the  p i c k - u p  to the  edge o f  the  p a d d o c k ,  a n d  my 
b ro t h e r  l eaned  a w o o d e n  r a m p  again s t  the  tai lga te .  T o g e th e r ,  the  
rest o f  my family  led a s t ream  o f  ca lm sheep  in to  the  t ru ck .
O n e  ewe, an o ld m a t r o n ,  p an i ck e d .  She s t a m p e d e d ,  s l icked 
o u t  o f  the  way w h e n  my b r o t h e r  t r i ed  to squeeze  his a r m s  a r o u n d  
her neck.  She s lowed,  c a u g h t  her  b rea th ,  t h e n  to o k  o f f  aga in  w h e n  
s o m e o n e  else ca m e  near.
I s qua red  my body,  d ig g in g  my snea ker s  in to  the  d r i ed  
horse  m a n u r e  b e n e a th  my feet. She was h e a d e d  my way, t h a t  o ld 
ewe, a n d  I sensed my chance .  My e ig h t -y e a r -o ld  m i n d  u n d e r s t o o d  
the  a l ch e m y  of p r o m o t i o n .  C a t c h  t h a t  ewe,  get  a new  t it le.
She ap p r o a c h e d .  I can still see her  b lack head,  the  dul l  eyes 
wi th  r e c t an g u la r  pupi ls .  T h e  rest 1 r e m e m b e r  as flashes.
The sheep.
The bel ly of the  sheep.
T h e  ce i l ing  of the  barn .
The ce i l ing  d i s to r t e d  by tears.
My family  c o u l d n ’t st ifle the  l aughter .  S o m e o n e  p o i n t e d  
to my sh i r t ,  per fec t  m u d d y  sheep  t racks  s t r i p i n g  the  c e n t e r  of my 
ches t.
*  *  ★
7 .
W h e n  t races o f  b lo o d  begin  to m ark  y o u r  t rail  y o u ’ll see s o m e t h i n g ,  
maybe.  P ro bab ly  not.
—  E dw ard  Abbey,  D esert S o lita ire
My fa the r  h o n e d  the  shears  to razor edges.  M y s is ter  h a n d l e d  th e m  
like an ar t i s t ,  p i n c h i n g  the  meta l  jus t  so, n o t  too  t ig h t ,  or  close,  or
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fast ,  o r  slow.  T h e  c a k e d ,  b r o w n  edge s  of  t h e  s h e e p  d r o p p e d  i n t o  a 
g r o w i n g  pi l e o f  d i n g y  wo o l .  In s u c h  f a s h i o n ,  she  s c u l p t e d  t h e  s h e e p  
to D a v i d i a n  ideal .
C l o s e - c r o p p e d ,  f r e s h - wh i t e ,  l a n o l i n - s l i c k ,  t a u t - m u s c l e d ,  
p r i z e - w i n n i n g  s heep .
T h e  s h e e p  ca r ed  l i t t l e  for  ae s t h e t i c s ,  c a r ed  less for  t h e  
p i n c h i n g  w h i n e  of  t h e  s h e a r ’s j aws.  It k i c k e d ,  s i dewa ys ,  s u d d e n .
T h e  s hea r s  a r ced  u p w a r d ,  t h e n  d o w n .  Li ke  n o t h i n g ,  ba r e l y  a p i n c h ,  
t h ey  sl id i n t o  J e a n i n e ’s ba r e  ank l e .  I hey  d r o v e  an  i n ch  s t r a i g h t  
d o w n  u n t i l  t h e y  c a u g h t  on  b o n e .  Yes, t h e y  we r e  s ha r p .
M y  b r o t h e r  p u l l e d  t h e m  o u t ,  a n d  m y  s i s t e r  l i m p e d  i n t o  t he  
h o u s e ,  s p u r t i n g  a c a r d i n a l  t rai l  of  b l o o d y  f o o t s t e p s  a l o n g  t h e  f l ag­
s t o n e  wa lk .
T h i s  was  he r  m o s t  l a s t i ng  pr i ze ,  a p e r m a n e n t  scar  o n  her  
a n k l e  t h a t  o u t l i v e d  t h e  g i a n t  p i n k  Reserve  G r a n d  C h a m p i o n  r i b ­
b o n s  t h a t  w a i t e d  at  t h e  f a i r g r o u n d s .
F r o m  a w i n d o w  h i gh  a b o v e  t h e  ci ty,  Yuri  A n d r o p o v  l ikely w a t c h e d  
Sovie t  t r o o p s  s u b d u e  B u d a p e s t .  A n d r o p o v  s e r ved  as t h e  Sov i e t  a m ­
b a s s a d o r  to H u n g a r y ,  a p o s i t i o n  t h a t  s e e ms  r e d u n d a n t  or,  p e r h a p s ,  
h i s t o r i ca l l y  d i s h o n e s t .  H o w  d o e s  an a m b a s s a d o r  f u n c t i o n  w i t h i n  a 
f i g u r e h e a d  s t a t e ,  i t sel f  o n l y  n o m i n a l l y  its own ?
W h e n  t r o u b l e  b e g a n  to m o u n t ,  t h e  H u n g a r i a n s  s t a k i n g  a 
c l a i m for  t h e m s e l v e s  a n d  t h e i r  n a t i o n ,  t h e  Red  A r m y  ro l l ed .  Even 
as t h e y  a p p r o a c h e d ,  wi ly  o r  d e c e i v e d  A n d r o p o v  a s s u r e d  H u n g a r y ’s 
l eader ,  I m r e  Nagy,  t h a t  v i o l e n c e  w o u l d  be a v o i d e d .
T h o u s a n d s  d i e d  in t h e  b l o o d b a t h ,  i n c l u d i n g  Nagy,  e x e c u t e d  
for  t r e a s on .
A n d r o p o v  a s c e n d e d  t o  d i r e c t  t h e  K G B ,  t h e n  t o o k  t he  
m a n t e l  of  G e n e r a l  S e c r e t a r y  for  t h e  C o m m u n i s t  P a r t y  o f  t h e  Sov i e t  
U n i o n  in 1 9 8 2  a f t e r  t h e  d e a t h  of  hi s  p r edeces so r ,  L e o n i d  Brezhnev .  
A n d r o p o v  d i e d  a f t e r  s e r v i n g  a l i t t l e  m o r e  t h a n  a year ,  t h e n  was  rc-
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pl a c e d  by  K o n s t a n t i n  C h e r n e n k o ,  w h o  a l so  d i e d  in o f f i c e  a f t e r  l i t t l e
m o r e  t h a n  a year.
T h e  i n f i r m i t y  o f  o ld  m e n  o p e n e d  t h e  of f i c e  fo r  M i k h a i l  
G o r b e c h e v ,  w h o  b e g a n  u n p r e c e d e n t e d  p e a c e  t a lk s  w i t h  R o n a l d  R e a ­
ga n ,  re leased  t h e  E a s t e r n  Bloc  f r o m  e f f e c t i v e  S o v i e t  c o n t r o l  a n d ,  in 
th e  e n d ,  o v e r s a w  t h e  e n d  o f  t h e  S o v ie t  U n i o n .
H u n g a r y ,  c r u s h e d  in 1 9 5 6  w h i l e  its a m b a s s a d o r  w a t c h e d ,  
f i na l ly  b e c a m e  an  i n d e p e n d e n t  d e m o c r a t i c  s t a t e  in  1 9 8 9 .
★ *  *
8 .
E a c h  year,  m y  f a t h e r  b o u g h t  a p a i r  o f  f e e d e r  ca lve s  fo r  t h e  f reezer.  
For  a few m o n t h s ,  t h e y  r o a m e d  t h e  p a s t u r e  a n d  g r e w  o n  a d i e t  o f  
grass ,  t r a n s f o r m i n g  f r o m  gawky,  w o b b l e d  y o u n g s t e r s  t o  f u l l - o n  
s teers .  T h e y  l ived t h e i r  last  m o n t h  as g o u r m a n d s ,  g o r g i n g  t h e m ­
selves o n  g r o u n d  field c o r n  a n d  hay.  T h e  c o r n  f a t t e n e d  t h e m  m o r e  
q u i c k l y  t h a n  grass,  s o f t e n e d  t h e i r  m u s c l e s  a n d  a d d e d  s t r i a t i o n s  o f  
fat .  F r o m  t h e  b e g i n n i n g ,  t h e s e  c o w s  w e r e  s te a k .
As w i t h  all f a r m  a n i m a l s ,  t h e  f ina l  l o a d i n g  p r o v e s  d i f f i c u l t .  
T h e  t r u c k  a r r iv e d .  O n e  s te e r  b o l t e d  for  t h e  p a d d o c k .  M y  b r o t h e r  
d a r t e d  to  s w i n g  t h e  rear  g a te  s h u t .  T h e  s t a r t l e d  s t e e r  t r i e d  to  
c h a n g e  d i r e c t i o n ,  s t u m b l e d ,  a n d  a h a l f  t o n  o f  U . S . S .  B o l l o c k s  ran  
a g r o u n d ,  p i n n i n g  m y  b r o t h e r  b e h i n d  t h e  g a te .
I he  s t ee r  s n o r t e d  away,  a n d  m y  b r o t h e r  s w a y e d  o u t .  F r o m  
t h e  d i s t a n c e ,  1 e x a m i n e d  his  s h i r t  fo r  t r a c k  m a r k s ,  j u s t  in case  I 
c o u l d  m a k e  fu n .
*  *  *
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De s i r e  h e a t s  a b u c k  f r o m  t h e  i n s i d e ,  a f u r n a c e  k i n d l e d  u n c e a s i n g l y  
by t h e  p r o x i m i t y  o f  d o e s .  A g o a t  h e r d  m u s t  t h e r e f o r e  b e  s e p a r a t e d .
I he  b u c k  m u s t  h a v e  hi s  o w n  s p a c e ,  w h i c h  h e  wi l l  r a v a g e  w i t h  t h e  
b a t t e r i n g  o f  h o r n s  a n d  d e s p e r a t e ,  l o n g i n g  b l a t s .  T h e  b u c k  is all 
f i gh t  a n d  l i b i d o ,  b a d  a t t i t u d e  a n d  h o r n i n e s s .
O u t s i d e ,  t h e  b u c k  r o a m s  t h e  f e n c e  t h a t  s e q u e s t e r s  h i m  f r o m  
t h e  d o e s ,  w h o  i g n o r e  h i m ,  f l i r t  n o t  a t  al l ,  a n d  e v e r y  n o w  a n d  t h e n  
, d r i v e  h i m  c r a z y  w i t h  e s t r u s .  In t h o s e  d a y s ,  t h e  b u c k ’s t o n g u e  f l i ts
I
 u n c o n t r o l l a b l y  in t h e  ai r ,  d r i n k i n g  in t h e  c h e m i c a l  w i n d  o f  a t t r a c ­
t i o n .  H e  r a m s  t h e  w o o d  of  hi s  p e n  r e p e a t e d l y .  H e  c h e w s  t h e  c o r ­
ner s .  W i t h e r i n g  f u n k  rol l s  f r o m  hi s  g l a n d s ,  f i l l i ng  t h e  g o a t  h o u s e  
w i t h  a s me l l  t h o u g h t  o f  as g o a t  b u t  r ea l ly  is l o n g i n g  b u c k .
F o r  s p o r t ,  I o c c a s i o n a l l y  c h u c k e d  a p p l e s  a t  o u r  b u c k .  H i s  
rage  i n s p i r e d  c r u e l t y  in m e ,  w h i l e  l a ck  o f  a i m  s p a r e d  i t s  e f f ec t .
I i red of  t h a t ,  a n d  m o v e d  b y  pi ty ,  o r  c u r i o s i t y ,  o r  t h e  a w k w a r d  
p u b e r t y  o f  a f a r m b o y  —  t h e  b u s i n e s s  o f  sex fi l ls t h e  b a r n ,  b u t  t h a t ’s 
I a b u s i n e s s  of  i n f i n i t e  a l l u r e ,  my s t e r y ,  a n d  i m p o s s i b i l i t y  —  I c r a c k e d  
I o p e n  t h e  g a t e  t o  t h e  b u c k ’s s t al l .
H e ’d b e e n  w a i t i n g ,  o f  c o u r s e .  H e  w a s  a l wa y s  w a i t i n g .  In a 
I s i n g l e  m o t i o n  o f  f r e n z i e d  d r y - s p e l l ,  h e  m u s c l e d  hi s  h o r n e d  h e a d  
I t h r o u g h  t h e  g a p ,  r u s h e d  p a s t  m e ,  a n d  t o o k  t o  t h e  n e a r e s t  d o e .  H e  
I f i n i s h e d  in n o  t i m e  a t  al l ,  a n  e f f i c i e n c y  eas i l y  l a b e l e d  p r e m a t u r e ,  
l a n d  t h e  b u c k  s t e p p e d  l ive ly b a c k  i n t o  hi s  s t al l .
The  d o e  c a r r i e d  o n  w i t h  h e r  day,  a d o l l o p  o f  c l o t t e d  c r e a m  
I sti l l  a f f i xed  t o  h e r  t a i l ,  a h o w - d i d - t h i s - h a p p e n  b i r t h  f a t e d  for  t h e  
s p r i n g .
*  *  *
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1 0 .
T h e r e  comes  a m o m e n t  w h e n  the  image  of o u r  life par ts  c o m p a n y  
w i th  the  life itself,  s t an d s  free, an d ,  l i t t le  by l i t t le,  beg ins  to rule 
us.
—  M ilan  K u n d e ra ,  The A rt o f the Novel
*  *  *
11 .
I w a n t  to like T h o r e a u .  I w a n t  to revel in his i co n o c l a s m ,  his b u r n ­
ing d i sda in ,  his ar rogance.  I w a n t  to s take  a c la im  lor  mysel l  in tha t  
a d m i r a t i o n ,  to d ra w  a l i te rary  l ine th a t  es tab l i shes  c lear  d e m a r c a ­
t ion  bet w een  l a th e r  an d  son.  H e was a sc ient is t .  I am  a h u m a n i s t .  
H e  t a u g h t  biology.  1 teach wri t ing .  T h o r e a u  m a t t e r s  here  s o m eh o w ,  
p e r haps  because  my fa the r  cares l i t t le lor  h im .
Yet every t im e  1 prep  W alden , I b lu r  away f r o m  the  l a n ­
guage.  I bris t le  at the  c la ims: you 're  such a poseur ,  H a n k .  I hea r  
mys el f  m a k in g  the  shi f t  in class, w h e n  my lec tu re  moves  f r om  this-  
i s - w h y - T h o r e a u - m a t t e r s  in to  s o m e t h i n g  else.
“ In wi lde rness  is the  p re se rv a t ion  o l  the  w o r l d , ” he wr i tes .  
An d  I say, jus t how  wild  can idyl lic p o n d - s i d e  s u b u r b a n  C o n c o r d  
be? I miss the  p o in t ,  b u t  I c a n ’t he lp  mysel f.
“ In wi lderness  is the  sa lvat ion ol  the  w o r ld ,  A ldo  L e o p o ld  
wri tes ,  an d  there  I f in d  mysel f  n o d d i n g .  A s im p le  c h a n g e ,  jus t  th a t  
o n e  word .  A shi f t  f rom the  s tat ic  to the  d y n a m i c ,  f r o m  i m p e n d i n g  
loss to po t en t i a l  r e d e m p t io n .  Here ,  too ,  I prefer  the  c a t c h i n g  o f  
the  sheep,  or at least the  a t t e m p t .  L e o p o ld  squa res  h i m s e l f  in the  
m u d ,  readies  lor  im p ac t ,  imag ines  h i m s e l f  w re s t l i n g  the  ewe to the  
g r o u n d .  T h o r e a u  leaves the  barn .
1 c a n ’t he lp  myself.
In the  mirror ,  I see my fa the r  s h a i r l i n e  d e n t i n g  the  left side 
of my  ow n  par t ;  on  my face, I feel an expr es s ion  f o rm ,  a n d  I k n o w
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it is m y  f a t h e r ’s; in m y  m o u t h ,  I h ea r  his b a r i t o n e ,  his l a i d - b a c k  
s tyle,  hi s  c a d e n c e ;  o n  m y  f a t h e r ’s lap,  1 w a t c h  m y  s on  play,  a n d  I 
see m y s e l f  twice .
I can ' t  h e l p  mysel f .
1 read We n d e l l  Berry,  a n d  1 feel t h e  g r a v i t y  of  t h e  f a rm.  I, 
t oo ,  w a n t  to r e d e e m  t h e  m a r g i n a l ,  till l an d  w r e c k e d  by d e v e l o p ­
m e n t ,  c l ea r  c h o k i n g  s c r u b  b r u s h ,  r e b u i l d  a l eaky  p o n d  d i ke ,  r e p l a n t  
na t i ve  grasses ,  g r i n d  c o r n  in t h e  co l d  w i n t e r  d a r k ,  raise o r g a n i c  
s t ock  be f o r e  o r g a n i c  b e c o m e s  t r en d y ,  r e n o v a t e  a r a m s h a c k l e  f a r m 
hous e .  1 read m y  fa ther ' s  life.
In class,  I ass ign 1 h o r e a u ,  L e o p o l d ,  Berry,  a d m i t t i n g  to 
mysel f  t h a t  I a m a s s i g n i n g  m y  f a t h e r  to m y  s t u d e n t s .  O n  T h o r e a u ,
1 p o n t i f i c a t e .  O n  Berry,  1 ma r v e l .  O n  L e o p o l d ,  I stal l .  I can ' t  f i nd  
my gr oove ,  can ' t  see b e y o n d  w h a t  I a l r e a d y  k n o w,  can ' t  h e l p  b u t  
w o n d e r  h o w  m y  f a t h e r  w o u l d  t each  it.
O n  t h e  f a r m,  w h i l e  m y  f a t h e r  w o r k e d  to r e ady  t h e  h o u s e ,  1 
p l ayed.  I was  t o o  l i t t l e  to d o  m u c h  m o r e  t h a n  w a n d e r  l ike T h o r e a u  
—  s q u i s h  a r o u n d  t h e  b a n k s  o f  t h e  s w a m p y  p o n d ,  s c u f f  t h r o u g h  
pi les of c o n s t r u c t i o n  d i r t ,  c l i m b  u p  t h e  b a r n  ga t e .  T h e r e ,  1 l i ked  to 
s h o w off.  Let  go,  fall back ,  t h e n  c a t c h  t h e  w o o d  at  t h e  last  s e c o n d .
A p l a y m a t e  ra i sed t h e  s t akes .  H e  s h o o k  t h e  ga t e ,  a n d  1 fell.
M y  e l b o w  b a n g e d  h a r d  i n t o  t h e  c o n c r e t e  p a d d o c k  t h r e s h ­
old.  M y  f a t h e r  s c o o p e d  m e  i n t o  his p i c k u p  t r u c k ,  d r o v e  me  to t he  
hos p i t a l  for  x- r ays ,  a n e s t h e s i a ,  a n d  t h e  f i rs t  of  t h r e e  p l a s t e r  cas t s  I ’d 
e v e n t u a l l y  e a r n  o n  t h e  f a rm.
*  *  *
1 2 .
1 n e e d e d  a f a r m i den t i t y ,  so 1 g o t  a pig.  H e  c a m e  t iny,  jus t  a y o u n g  
pigl e t  w h o  I n a m e d  Skywi se .
I ’m n o t  real ly s u r e  w h y  a pig,  n o r  w h o s e  i dea  it was .  I
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i m a g i n e  it was a y o u n g e s t  c h i ld  s c o n s c i o u s  h u t  n o w  f o r g o t t e n  e f ­
fo r t  to d o  s o m e t h i n g  d i f f e r e n t ,  at  least .  A pig  is n o t  a s h ee p ,  n o r  a 
goa t ,  n o r  a c h i c k e n ,  n o r  a cow,  n o r  a ho rs e .  A pig  was  m i n e .
Every  m o r n i n g ,  I s l i p p e d  r u b b e r  b o o t s  over  m y  ba re  fee t  
a n d  w a lk e d  o u t  to t h e  b a r n  in m y  p a j a m a s .  I to s sed  feed to  Sky- 
wise,  w h o  g re e t ed  b re ak fa s t  w i th  e n t h u s i a s m  a n d ,  f rankly ,  c h a r m .
H e  k n e w  me,  w h i c h  isn ’t s u r p r i s i n g  for  a pig.
G o a t s ,  sh eep ,  even th e  r o m a n t i c  h o r s e  nev e r  rea l ly  k n o w  
pe op le .  T h e y  re n o t  s m a r t  e n o u g h .  I h e y ’re p u r e ly  a n i m a l ,  d e s p i t e  
the  hype .  T h e y  r e s p o n d  to food ,  o f  co u r s e ,  g a t h e r  a n d  a g i t a t e  a n d  
sh ove the  rest of th e  h e rd  as ide .  I hey b e c o m e  c o n d i t i o n e d  to  h u ­
m an s ,  t o l e r a te  t h e m ,  rely on  t h e m  for  t h e i r  fo o d  a n d  p e r h a p s  a l low  
t h e  o cc as io n a l  r u b b i n g  o f  necks .  Bu t  g o a t s  a n d  s h e e p  r e m a i n  a lways  
f l ighty,  p r e p a r e d  at  every  m o m e n t  to  flee. 1 his is a c o n d i t i o n  of 
b io logy,  1 s u p p o s e ,  a g e n e t i c  e x p e c t a t i o n  of p r e d a t o r y  a t t a c k  t h a t  
p r o h i b i t s  peace .  H o rse s ,  t oo ,  keep o n e  eye a lways  on  th e  l ions  in 
t he  s h a d o w s .  T h e y  fake it, e x u d e  grace ,  c o m m a n d ,  poi se ,  s t a t u r e .
Yet t h e re  s no  m y s t e ry  w h y  p a r a d e  h o rs e s  w e a r  b l i n d e r s .  A s i m p l e  
f l u t t e r  o f  w i n d ,  a n d  th e  m i n d  o f  a h o r se  sees fangs .
Pigs,  m e a n w h i l e ,  ro o t  a r o u n d  in t h e  m u d  p u r p o s e f u l ly .
T h e y  get  a b ad  rap  for  th e  d i r t ,  w h i c h  is t r u e  e n o u g h ;  1 u su a l ly  
w o re  a pai r  o f  p a j a m a s  o n l y  o n c e  b e fo re  l a u n d r y  b e c a m e  n e c e s ­
sary. Pig zealot s  will  call the  a n i m a l s  c l ean ,  w h i c h  i sn’t exa c t ly  t r u e  
in a soap  a n d  s h o w e r  s o r t  o f  way. But  pigs a r e n ’t p a r t i c u l a r l y  d i r t y  
e i t he r ,  g a t h e r i n g  no m o r e  d i r t  to  t h e i r  b o d y  t h a n  t h e  av e ra g e  fa rm  
a n i m a l .  Wa l low s  are a d i f f e r e n t  s to ry ,  b u t  i so la t ed  to  s u m m e r  hea t .
Skyw ise  k n e w  me.  [ his is m o r e  t h a n  th e  nai ve  a p p l i c a t i o n  
of e m o t i o n  to  a favo r i te  pet .  W h e n  I a r r i v e d  at  his p e n ,  he  a c te d  
d i f f e r e n t ly  t h a n  w h e n  o t h e r s  d e l iv e r e d  feed.  H e  was  m i n e ,  a n d  I 
his.  At the  s o u n d  o f  m y  voice ,  he  s q u e a l e d  a n d  g r u n t e d ,  r u s h e d  to 
p o k e  his s n o u t  t h r o u g h  gaps  in t h e  fence .  1 c l i m b e d  in,  s q u i s h e d  
my b o o t s  i n to  th e  s em i - s o l i d  g r o u n d  of hay  a n d  p ig  m a n u r e ,  
g r a b b e d  h im  a r o u n d  his p ig  m i d d l e  a n d  h u g g e d .  I a m  n o t  a s h a m e d .
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H e  grew,  as thi s  is t h e  mi s s i o n  o f  pigs .  Skywi s e  c a m e  to 
m e  at  a f o o t - a n d - a - h a l f ,  all s n o u t  a n d  b a b y  fat ,  easy to lift .  W i t h i n  
six m o n t h s ,  he  o u t w e i g h e d  m e  by  a h u n d r e d  p o u n d s .  S t a n d i n g  on  
his h i n d  legs —  w h i c h  he neve r  d i d ,  o f  c o u r s e  —  he  was  p r o b a b l y  
a f oo t  tal ler .  We  we r e  st i ll  f r i ends .  I c l i m b e d  i n t o  t he  p e n ,  a n d  he 
g r e e t e d  m e  w i t h  t h e  s a m e  e n t h u s i a s m .
1 he  t i m e  c a me ,  as it a l ways  m u s t  o n  t h e  f a r m.  I w e n t  to 
s c h o o l ,  a war e  t h a t  Sk y wi s e  w o u l d  n o t  be  t h e r e  w h e n  1 c a m e  h o m e .  
M y  p a r e n t s  w e n t  o u t  t o  t h e  b a r n  to lead h i m  o n t o  t h e  b u t c h e r ' s  
t r u c k .
Hi s  p a n i c ,  p e r h a p s ,  is t h e  t r u e s t  s ign o f  his w i s d o m .  H e  
s t a r t l e d ,  r e fused  to go w h e r e  he  was  d e s t i n e d  to e n d .  I d o n ’t k n o w  
if t h e  b u t c h e r  f r i g h t e n e d  h i m ,  t r i ed  to m a n h a n d l e  h i m  in a way  
Skywi s e  was  n o t  a c c u s t o m e d  to.  Bu t  he  s i m p l y  w o u l d  n o t  get  on  
t h e  t r u c k .  M a y b e  he k n ew,  a n d  1 w o r r y  n o w  t h a t  m y  p i g  s en s e d  
be t r aya l .
M y  f a t h e r  s t e p p e d  in.  Skywi s e  was  in ful l  f l i ght ,  howe ve r ,  
a n d  even  t h i s  f a mi l i a r  p e r s o n  c o u l d  n o t  s e t t l e  h i m .  H e  c h a r g e d  or  
s i m p l y  t r i ed  t o  ev a d e  c a p t u r e ,  d r i v i n g  t w o  h u n d r e d  p o u n d s  of  pig 
i n t o  m y  f a the r ' s  r i g h t  knee .  It b u c k l e d ,  a n d  t h e  b o n e s  s e p a r a t e d  at  
t he  j o i n t .  M y  f a t h e r  c o l l a p s e d  to  t h e  g r o u n d .  H e  lay in p i g  shi t ,  
u n a b l e  to s t a n d  by h i ms e l f .  Skywi s e  r e t r e a t e d  i n t o  t h e  c o r n e r  o f  t he  
pen .
M y  m o t h e r  s n a p p e d  m y  f a t h e r ’s k n e e  b ac k  i n t o  p l ace ,  
h e l p e d  he r  h u s b a n d  rise.  T h e y  h e r d e d  t h e  p i g  i n t o  t h e  t r u c k  w i t h ­
o u t  f u r t h e r  i n c i d e n t .  M y  f a t h e r  s h o w e r e d ,  p u t  o n  a t ie,  w e n t  to 
wo r k  a n d  l e c t u r e d  to hi s  b i o l o g y  s t u d e n t s ,  p e r h a p s  a b o u t  A l d o  
L e o p o l d .
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because nature is a haunted house 
because my kids are m y re l ig ion
because w ho  has t im e  to make 
ugly beau t i fu l  again, and w ho  wants
to be know n  fo r  w ha t they d id n  t say 
because w hy  no t,  Fisch 1, my obsessions
aren’t you r  obsessions, so because
even after all these years 1 s t i l l  c a n t  pray
w i th  my eyes open because open ing  
my hands to grasp her pant leg
to stop her leaving because 1 don t lose
pennies between the seats o f m y car 
because conste l la t ions  indeed
because we had a p icn ic ,  jo ined  the dance 
am ong the leaves, ate sea salt
by the p in c h fu l  because we fo rg o t
the tequ ila  because given s u n l ig h t
le t ’s p lan t the pyram ids: all w i t  and no play 
because deep in the m ir ro r  th is m o rn in g
a face I recognized because
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As wc learned to read, 
those s t range, t i d y  marks  on the page 
bore l i t t l e  ev idence  o f  the cat s 
s t i f f  whiskers ,  o r  the  smel l  the dog  
lef t  s te am ing  by the road.
N o  h i n t  o f  the f i re  o f f  
m o t h e r ’s c o m b  and hai r,  
or  the sm oke  o f  f a th e r  s breath.
C o l d  f ingers o f  b a p t i s t r y  wa te r
c lu tch e d  o u r  geni ta ls
and d r o w n e d  o u r  eyes,
m a sk ing  the  b ig  idea tha t  love
was everywhere  and b a f f l i n g  and good.
By the t im e  we c o u ld  scrawl  
c lu m s y  messages, hei rs 
to P la to ,  Moses, Seneca, we t r ied  
to guess h o w  pu f fs  o f  sm oke  
a f r i e n d  c o u ld  see across the  c o u n t y  
m ig h t  a n n o u n c e  "we re here 
or  “ the land  is b re a th in g .
Ins ide snug ha rk  o f  paper  b i r c h
exp lo de d  by  the s p l i t t i n g  mau l
arc w e i rd ,  t r u n c a te d  phrases,
w i l d ,  ex is te n t i a l  messages,
the s ignal ,  s m u t  and p o e t r y  o f  a species.
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Beauty w ith inner implications...  
is beauty that makes an artist o f  the viewer.
—  Soetsu Yanagi
T h a t  was a s tor ied summer.
Hawks were haggard 
and the girls un tamed.
I heard them before 1 saw them.
Round the bend
of  a hoof-worn  lane,
two women,  nu t -b rown and naked
to the waist, wielding axes
in dazzl ing syncopat ion.
We do not  want  some stories to end 
because the pause that  ensues 
will be endless.
We want  the harr ier  hawk 
to keep circling the rabbi t  forever.
We want  there to be a next birth
when a chi ld has died,
a next wife, next lover, next Hnch
for the cage left empty,
next pup  in the house out  back
with the wrong name over the door.
But a new story
will not  end that  silence.
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T h e s e  t rees ,  t h o s e  w o m e n ,  
my  f a t h e r  a n d  m o t h e r ,  
p e r h a p s  even  t h e i r  d i s a p p o i n t m e n t s ,  
t he i r  r egre t s ,  wi l l  be  r e b o r n  
— as p a t h s  in t h e  g a r d e n ,  
as b e a r d t o n g u e  a n d  p c n s t e m o n  by  t h e  p a t h ,  
' as b l u e  b u t t e r f l i e s  o r  c l o u d s  o f  s m o k e .
, I r e m e m b e r  t h e m  s t a n d i n g ,  
r g l i s t e n i n g ,  a n d  al so l y i ng  d o w n .
T h e y  are  g o o d  g h o s t s  
a n d  1 a m  w a r m .
K B I S S A 1 L L O N
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I d r e a m  a n d  d r e a m  of  loves.
A cl ip ,  a seep;  l a d d e r  of  i nkfa l l s .  
D i r e c t  a d d r e s s  in t h e  c o l o r  w h i c h  
shal l  n o t  be  n a m e d .
See  t he s e  p r o t e i n s ,  d i s s o c i a t i n g  
f r o m  t h e  p r i s o n e r  o r g a n i s m ,  
d i s e n g a g i n g  t h e i r  t e n d r i l i c i o u s  
l i mbs .
A t i m e  b o m b  in t h e  s ens e  of
c u m u l a t i v e  i n c e n d i a r i e s .
T h e  p e s t e r i n g  t e r r i t o r y ,  f r on t i e r .  
V i s i o n  a b o v e  t h e  gap .
To  lose t h e  a n t a g o n y  of  w o r t h .
A c r u m b l i n g  sill ,  i ts d u s t ,  e ach  
e m b r y o  e n c i r c l i n g  l ike a m o t h e r .
T r a n s m u t a t i o n  o f  mi s t ,  t h e  
s e c u l a r  s me l l  o f  c o m m e r c e .  
E n c r u s t a t i o n ,  t h e  e l u s i o n  of  b l ue .
R u g g e d  s u b j u g a t e  a n d  
s u b l i m a t i o n ;  t o r t o i s e ,  
a p h i d ,  c e n t u r i o n .
T h e  w i n g  of  t h e  ma l e  m o s q u i t o .  
( G l o r y )  in e x t r e mi s .
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J u s t  l i ke  t h e  b u r n i n g  o u t  o f  a 
l i g h t .  A s u d d e n  fal l ,  a s q u a s h  
s h a r e .  R e v e r s a l  a n d  r e ve r s a l  o f  
f o r t u n e ,  c i r c l i n g  l i ke  a n  e m b r y o .  
S o m e  h a v e  i n h a b i t e d  w o r l d s ,  a n d  t h e  
r es t  l ive as a l i e n s ,  t r e e l e s s  
l a n d s c a p e s ,  s a n d s c a p e s  a n d  
o c e a n  s u n s e t r i s e s .  S o m e  
l i n g e r  a n d  s o m e  d o  n o t .  
F o r  y o u ,  it is l i ke  a c o r m o r a n t  
s t r i k i n g ,  a n d  f o r  m e  it is 
l i ke  t h e  s i l e n c e  o f  s n o w f a l l  
w h e r e  t h e  f l akes  a r e  b i t s  o f  s u n .
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L E I G H  G A L L A G H E R
T H E  R E L I G I O U S  S O C I E T Y  O F  F R I E N D S
E l i z a b e t h  w o k e  to  t h e  h a r p  s t r i n g s  of  h e r  p h o n e  a l a r m  a n d  a h a c k ­
ing  no is e ,  as o f  w o o d  c h o p p i n g ,  s o m e w h e r e  o u t s i d e .  S h e d  f a l le n  
a s l eep  o n  t h e  c o u c h  a g a i n ,  a n d  n o w  t h e  f a m i l i a r  r o o m  a s s e m b l e d  
i t s e l f— j UI1k mai l  in t h e  r o c k i n g  ch a i r ,  t h e  K a c h i n a  d o l l s  s t a n d i n g  
g u a r d  ac ro ss  t h e  m a n t l e ,  h e r  m o m ' s  C a t f i g h t  r e c o r d s  f r a m e d  o n  t h e  
wall ,  t h e  t w o  b l a c k  d is k s  a b o v e  t h e  a l b u m  s leeves  f o r m i n g  d i l a t e d  
eyeba l l s .  T h e  s a m e  d i s c o n c e r t i n g  lace t h a t  h a d  b e e n  s t a r i n g  a t
E l i z a b e t h  for  t h e  pa s t  t w e n t y - o n e  years .
Be fo re  sh e  t h o u g h t  a b o u t  a n y t h i n g ,  she  r e a c h e d  d o w n  h e r  
l o n g  u n d e r w e a r ,  i n t o  t h e  w a r m  p la ce  b e t w e e n  h e r  legs.  A p a i n  
f la red ;  E l i z a b e t h  p l u m m e t e d .  1 he  t h i n g  h a d  n o t  v a n i s h e d  in t h e  
n i g h t ,  as s h e ’d p l e a d e d  y e s t e r d a y  ( let  th i s  b e  n o t h i n g ! )  in a w a y  t h a t  
a p p r o x i m a t e d  prayer .  N o t  to  G o d  b u t  to  s o m e t h i n g  l ike  h i m ,  a 
b l u r r y  forc e  o r  a s o u n d ,  i f  she  h a d  to  d e s c r i b e  it ,  a t o n a l  a n d  a t m o ­
s p h e r i c ,  l ike  t h e  h u m  o f  a t h e r e m i n .
S h e  f l u n g  o f f  t h e  b l a n k e t s  a n d  sat  up .  T h r o u g h  t h e  b a y  
w i n d o w  she  saw t h e  s o u r c e  o f  t h e  n o i s e — h e r  m o m  s t r i k i n g  a 
b a r b e q u e  s p a t u l a  a g a i n s t  a M e d i e v a l - l o o k i n g  c u r t a i n  o f  i c ic les  t h a t  
h u n g  f r o m  t h e  eaves ,  b r e a k i n g  t h e  sp e a r s  o f f  o n e  a t  a t i m e .  W i t h ­
o u t  h e r  s w a m i  s c a r f  o r  h a t  h e r  h e a d  was  e x p o s e d  in a w a y  t h a t  s ti l l  
s t a r t l e d  E l i z a b e t h ;  sh e  l o o k e d  a l m o s t  f u n n y ,  l ike  a b i g  b a b y  o r  a 
r a p p e r ,  a n d  E l i z a b e t h  d i d n ' t  a p p r e c i a t e  t h e  jo k e  t h e  b a l d n e s s  m a d e  
o f  h e r  m o t h e r ’s i l lness .
A l r e a d y  sh e  was  in y e s t e r d a y ’s c l o t h e s .  S h e  a v o i d e d  t h e  
b a t h r o o m ;  t a m p e d  d o w n  h e r  c o m p u l s i o n  to  l o o k  w i t h  t h e  h a n d  
m i r r o r  a g a i n ,  d i d n ’t b o t h e r  to  m o i s t u r i z e  h e r  face  o r  b r u s h  o u t  t h e  
w e d g e  o f  h e r  b a n g s .  I t ’s n o t h i n g ,  i t ’s n o t h i n g ,  i t ’s n o t h i n g .
“ Y ou’re u p  so e a r ly ! ’’ h e r  m o m  sa id ,  s t o m p i n g  in t h e  d o o r ­
way.  T h e  c o l d  h a d  f l u s h e d  h e r  c h e e k s  a n d  ears .
E l i z a b e t h  s h r u g g e d  i n t o  h e r  c o a t  a n d  g a t h e r e d  h e r  b a c k ­
p ack .  “ I.abel  s t u f f , ’’ s h e  sa id ,  b e n d i n g  to  lace h e r  b o o t s .  “ B e f o r e  
w o r k .
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She d i d n ’t mee t  her  m o t h e r ’s eyes,  or  kiss her,  as was usual ,  
before she lef t— afraid t ha t  he r  m o m  m i g h t  d i v ine  the p r ob l e m 
before  it had be c ome ,  official ly,  a p r ob l e m.
At the  d o w n t o w n  free cl inic,  t he  r ecept i oni s t  garbl ed her  last name .  
F r unczack  was one  o f  t hose  HI 1 is Island mas h- ups ,  t he  resul t  o f  
a s h i p ’s load o f  i mm i g r a n t s  c r o w d i n g  a ga ngp l a nk  l ike paparazzi ,  
a c a c o p h o n y  of l anguages  whi l e  a secretary we n t  a r o u n d  wi th a 
no t epa d  a nd  b u t c h e r e d  all t he  spel l ings.  Th i s  was how Mr.  She r i ­
dan (wi th his regular  name)  had expla i ned  it in t he  t h i rd  grade.
His i n t e n t i on  mus t  have been to a rm her  agains t  the  boys on the 
p l a y g r o u n d — “ El izabeth t hey said regularly,  bu t  “ Fr unczack  they 
gagged on,  c onvul s ed  the word  f rom thei r  chest s  a nd  feigned vomi t  
wi th var ious  cafeter ia  props .  El izabeth freak-hag  c a me  in the  for th 
grade  d u r i n g  a P.E. softbal l  ga me  in whi ch  she fai led to hi t  d u r i n g  
a crucial  i nn ing .  But  these were onl y  h u m b l e  precur sor s  to t he  r h e ­
torical  mas t e rp i ece  bo r n  f r e shman  year  o f  high s choo l — E jizzabeth  
bucksack, the  p l ay g r o u n d  boys ( now w o o d s h o p  bros)  cat -cal led,  
sang,  scrawled on any  avai lable surface l ike Ne a nde r t ha l s .  It c augh t  
l ike a t r end.  Even El i zabeth recognized the genius  o f  t he  t r i - pun  
dis;  the  cruel  lyr icism,  felt deep  in the  s t oma c hs  o f  all who  reci ted 
it, l ike t he  best  p oe ms  in t he  l ang arts  an thology.
“ El izabeth At w- do- you- s a y - i t ? ” t he  r ecept i oni s t  asked.
El i zabe th  t h e n — and n o w — was ne i t he r  sack- l ike nor  fuck-  
able.  In the  mi r r o r  she was always t ry i ng  to lift her  shoulder s ,  
whi ch  s loped l ike wire hangers  benea t h  her  t -shi r t s ;  she was aware 
t ha t  she sc ra t ched  at her  facial b l emishes  too of t en ,  and  t ha t  her  
na tura l  voice was not  un l i ke  t he  voice t ha t  one  m i g h t  use to i mi t a t e  
a M u p p e t .  Af ter  t ha t  P.E. sof tbal l  ga me  El izabeth had hid in a 
d r a i nage  di t ch  be ne a t h  W a s h i ng t on  St reet ,  d r a w i n g  in the  m u d  and  
s inging fantasy songs  a b o u t  life as a runaway.  In high school  she 
l earned to hide  by o t h e r  means ;  she lived in her  h e a d p h o n e s ,  and
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v e n t u r e d  to al l-ages shows,  w h e re  she s to o d  so close to the  s p e a k ­
ers th a t  the  mus ic  rang in her  ears l o u d  e n o u g h  to cover  the  o t h e r
sounds .
How,  th en ,  had  an expl ic i t ly  un- sexy El izabe th  c o m e  to be here?
Her  c lo thes  in a heap  on the  cha i r  bes ide  her,  the  o v e rh ead  f l u o ­
rescence t u r n i n g  her  skin re pt i l i an ,  the  exam table  p a p e r  c rack l in g
u n d e r  her  but t?
A nu rse  ca m e  in to  the  ro o m  an d  read f r om  a c l i p b o a r d .
“ Discha rg e ,  i tching,  pain  whi l e  ur inat ion: '  H e r  m a k e u p  her  f i n ­
ge rn ai ls— ra d ia ted  hygiene .
“ I  n o — I f o u n d  s o m e t h i n g  in my . . .” Swimsui t  area c a m e
to m in d .  It was an old t e rm ,  f rom s u m m e r  cam p .
“G e n i t a l  r eg io n ,” the  n u rs e  said.  An a n a to m i c a l  t o u r - g u i d e .  
“S o m e t h i n g ? ” she repea ted ,  an d  lo oked  at E l i zabe th  t h r o u g h  r i m ­
less glasses.
“ L ike a b u m p "  E l i zabe th  t r ied .  She r e m e m b e r e d  yes t erday ;  
the  h a n d  m i r ro r  ang led b e tw een  her  legs, her  desk l am p  s h a m e f u l ly  
p o s i t io n e d .
“A lesion or  a canker?  In the  vaginal  canal? Labia? Anus? 
El izabe th  felt h o t  an d  fa in t .  “ I m n o t  . . . ’ It was in a n o n ­
ter r i tory ,  an u n d e s i g n a t e d  fold.  I t h i n k  it s p ro b a b ly  n o t h i n g .
T h e  nu rse  p l a n t e d  hersel f  on  a low s tool  a n d  c r a b w a lk e d  
tow ard  El izabe th .
“A n d  y o u ’re sexual ly ac t ive?”
El izabe th  shi f t ed  a n d  the  t i ssue vest grazed her  n ipples ,  
p e r k in g  t h e m  te r r ib ly  to life. N o t  so lo ng  ago,  J u l i an  h a d  tes ted  
thei r  p l iab i l i ty  in his m o u t h .  “ I ’ve on ly  d o n e  it o n c e , ” she l ied. 
S h e ’d d o n e  it twice.  O n c e  wi th  Ju l i an  a n d  be for e  t h a t  w i th  B o ­
ris, her  E s to n ian  c o w o rk e r  w h o ’d m a n n e d  the  s a n d w i c h  s t a t i o n  
at Squares.  “A m o n t h  ago .” It had been two m o n t h s  be fore  wi th  
Boris;  f i f teen days  ago wi th  Ju l i an .
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“You’re a student?”
“ No,  I m f rom h e r e . '
No  col lege? 1 he nur se  f rowned  fami l iar ly;  tow nie , t he  
f rown said.
El i zabeth s hook  her  head.  “ No t  r ight  now.  Right  now 
El izabeth  was d e vo t i ng  herse l f  to Crossed  O u t .  T h e  b u r g e o n i n g  
label ,  as her  m o t h e r  pu t  it proudly.  But  El izabeth s tayed quie t ;  this 
d i dn  t seem like t he  t ime  to de fend  her  ext racur r i cul ar s .
1 t h i nk  i t s  best  we test  for everything ,’ t he  nur se  said,  as 
t h o u g h  she mi gh t  a d mi n i s t e r  an SAT, too.
El izabeth d i d  as she was told,  p u t  her  feet  in the  s t i r rups  
and  scoo ted  to the  edge of the  table.  Physical ly she r ema i ned  there,  
b u t  psychical ly she fell off; d o wn ,  do wn ,  t oward  the regre t t able  
m e m o r y  of Boris.  He r  s t u b b o r n  d e t e r mi n a t i o n  to lose her  vi rgini ty,  
finally,  at t we n t y - one .  O ur vi rgini ty,  Boris had said in his s tup i d  
exchange  s t u d e n t  accent ,  e mp h a s i z i n g  thei r  shared pu r i t y  as i f  this 
s o m e h o w  fated the un i o n .  El izabeth was less s e n t i me n t a l .  It was 
d i s a p p o i n t i n g  to learn t ha t  Boris was as i nexper i enced  as she;  how 
cou l d  any real de - f l ower i ng  be d o n e  by a n o t h e r  f lowery virgin? •
She ar r ived at his d o r m  r oom to f ind s t i nky  candles  lit and  Enya 
playing,  his twin bed neat  a nd  a t - t he- ready,  Ame r i c an i z e d  by a Star 
Wars pi l lowcase.  He  u n s n a p p e d  the legs of his t ea r -away pan t s  wi t h  
pa i ns t a k i ng  s lowness  whi l e  El i zabe th  sat there  t ry i ng  to feel s o m e ­
t hing.  I he m o o d  s t one  in her  core  refused to glow,  b u t  by t hen  it 
seemed too late.  He  was on top  of her,  his l i t t le flabs o f  boy-breas t s  
press ing in to  her,  his p u p p y  m o u t h  agains t  her  ear.
S o m e t h i n g  inf in i t es imal  s na ked  inside her  now,  and  she felt 
a ba rb- l i ke  scrape  b e h i n d  her  be l l ybu t t on .  1 he r oom s eemed  to ba l ­
ance for a m i n u t e .  H e r  m o m  m e n t i o n e d  this s ome t i me s ,  t he  calm a 
doctor ' s  tools  a n d  p r oce dur e s  could  br ing.  “At least c h e m o t h e r a p y  
smells l ike it's he lping.  Smel l  m e — don' t  1 smel l  l ike Lysol?” a feeble 
a t t e mp t  to make  El i zabeth smi le  on one  o f  t hose  miserabl e  rides
Gallagher 77
h o m e  f rom  t r e a t m e n t .
T h e  nu rse  was as king s o m e t h i n g  a b o u t  m o n o g a m y  now,  
a b o u t  E l i zab e th ’s partner. Ju l i an  a p p e a re d  on the  p a r t i c l e b o a r d  
o f  the  ce il ing.  She saw h im  on the  s tage at the  C i n d e r  Block,  his 
A d a m ’s appl e  p r o t r u d i n g  aga ins t  the  mic  s t an d .  “ I d o n ’t have o n e , ” 
she said.  To call h im  her  “p a r t n e r ” m i g h t  j inx the  a l r eady  m i c r o ­
scopic  possibil i ty.
“ D id  you  use p r o t e c t i o n ? ”
She felt  the  al ien to u ch  o f  the  g loved finger ,  a n d  aga in  the  
s t ing.  Yes, she said automat ica l ly .
T h e  nur se  ca m e  o u t  f rom the  t e n t  o f  her  legs. “Are you
sure :
E l i zabeth  Hushed.  I t ’s nothing!
“ Because we have s o m e t h i n g  h e re . ”
An h o u r  later  she was t r e n c h i n g  d o w n  the  sn o w -w a l l ed  s idewa lks  
t ow ard  wor k ,  h y p n o t i z e d  by disbel ieE We d id  n o t  have a n y t h i n g  
El izabeth  had it, an d  the  s o m e t h i n g  was syphi l i s .  In the  recesses 
o f  her  b ackpack ,  a w h i t e  pape r  bag held  a n t i b i o t i c s — an t ib io t i c s !  
She had re jo iced.  This was curable, t he  nu rse  said.  B ut w e’ll have to 
w ait on those other test results. Relief ca m e  a n d  w e n t ,  a n d  E l i z a b e th s  
ins ides  t u r n e d  s tormy.  Other tests,  o t h e r  results.  A c r o n y m s  l o o m e d  
large,  b o b b i n g  on her  in te rn a l  wh i t ecaps .  We’ll be calling , t h e  nu rs e  
p ro m ised .  She sugges ted  El izabeth ' s  p a r tn e r  c o m e  in for his o w n  
tests,  A-sap! A n d  any o t h e r  p a r tn e r s  El izab e th  m i g h t  have fa iled  to 
m e n t i o n .
She t h o u g h t  b a c k — tr ied hard  to focus  an d  in s p ec t  the  
b leary  image  o f  J u l i a n ’s penis ,  vee r in g sp r ing i ly  t o w a r d  his left 
s h o u l d e r  before  h e ’d covered  t h e m  b o t h  w i th  the  a fghan .  It was 
a fast g l impse ,  b u t  she was sure  th a t  i f  s o m e t h i n g  h ad  been  there  
she w o u ld  have seen it; d isease a n d  the  mi lky skin  o f  Ju l i an  d id  
n o t  m a tch  up.  No,  El izabe th  t h o u g h t ,  the  syphi l i s  had  c o m e  f r om
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Boris,  the  lying vi rgin.  It was Boris she had not  seen,  in t he  d i m ­
ness of the  candle l i gh t .  I he i r  sex had been l ike t ry i ng  to s t r ike a 
mat ch  wi th mi t t e n s  on.  I he c o n d o m  had b u n c h e d  a nd  be c ome  
unwor ka b l e ,  and  final ly he'd shed it, tossed it to t he  f loor  wi th 
such a u t h o r i t y  t ha t  El izabeth had not  k n o wn  wha t  to say. To argue  
wi t h  the  c o n d o m  wo u l d  have been to a d mi t  t hei r  s l oppy  execut ion  
of the  whol e  endeavor .  T heir  mu t ua l  badness  at it.
An easy ha t r ed  ove rcame  her. Boris was back in Es tonia ,  
b u t  El i zabeth p i c t u r ed  h i m in his l ame,  s q u a r e - b r i mm e d  hat ,  press ­
ing a panin i .  In his r e t a rded Engl i sh,  he asked,  W hat are you going 
after work? Boris,  wh o  seemed  capab l e  o f  n o t h i n g  bu t  had c o n ­
jured,  s omehow,  this sore f rom across the  At l ant i c .  And  infected 
(probably!)  J u l i a n — Elizabeth' s  Jul i an.
He  wou l d  ha t e  her  t he  way she ha t ed  Boris.  H o w  wou l d  she 
tell him?
W h e r e  t he  c a m p u s  bo r de r e d  d o w n t o w n ,  she pus hed  
t h r ough  g r oups  of s t ude n t s  c logging  the  st reet  corner s ,  t h r ough  
so m a n y  nylon jackets  a nd  soggy Sher pa  boot s .  It s eemed crazy 
to be o u t  a m o n g  peop le  at  a t ime  l ike this.  She wa n t e d  to h i de  in 
her  r o o m wi th  t he  r ecord player  on unt i l  she was cured.  But  her  
m o m  wou l d  be at h o m e — and wha t  wou l d  her  mom  t h ink?  T hat  
awful  p i t y - l ook  wou l d  shif t  across her  face— t hat  s i lent ,  expres-  
s ioni s t i c  m o a n .  W h e n  El i zabe th  was in high school  her  m o t h e r  had 
heard the s i gna t u re  n i c kna me ,  for t he  first  and  onl y  t ime,  yel led 
by D a m i e n  Mor r i s  just  as El i zabeth was c l i mb i ng  in t he  Volvo.
He r  m o m  had t u r n e d  to her  in t he  passenger  seat— Fucksack? she 
m o u t h e d ,  a nd  the p i t y - look  des cended .  She f lung open  the  doo r  
wi th the  e ng i ne  still r u n n i n g .  You piece o f  shit Damien, you don't 
talk like that, not to my daughter, not to A N Y O N E ! D O N 'T  you 
smile— Does your mother know  what a little  prick you've become? Be­
cause the next tim e I see her— a nd t hen  she growl ed  wi th  f rus t ra t i on .  
She a nd  El izabeth bo t h  kne w t hat  the  next  t ime  she'd see An n e
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M orr i s  w o u ld  be on S u n d a y  at Q u a k e r  m e e t in g ,  a n d  th a t  was no 
place for the  c o n v e r sa t i o n  she was t h r e a t e n i n g .
T h e y  dro ve  h o m e  at  f irst  in s i lence ,  b u t  t h e n  l au g h in g ,
l au g h in g  unt i l  they  were crying.
A head ,  the  p u rp l e  a n d  ooze -g re en  sign lor  Squa re s  j u t t e d  
crazi ly f rom the  s ide of the  b u i ld in g .  Every t im e  bdizabeth  crossed 
the  r e s t a u r a n t ’s t h re sh o ld ,  she was r e m i n d e d  of its p a t h e t i c n e s s  
an d  her  own ,  for  w o rk i n g  there .  Its m ix ed  o d o r  of Belgian fries 
an d  ch e ap  d i s in fec t a n t ,  the  l idless vats of m a y o n n a i s e ,  her  z o m b i e ­
faced co w ork er s  in the i r  f r an ch i se- is sued  po lo  shi r t s .  She  had  c o m e  
to t h i n k  o f  the  job on ly  in te rm s  o f  n u m b e r s ,  o f  m o n e y  e a rn e d  
a n d  b a n k e d  in her  label f u n d .  N o w  she  m ad e  he r  way to the  b re ak  
ro om  before  a n y o n e  saw her. I he s ch ed u le  on  the  b u l l e t in  bo a rd  
pr oved th a t  Mil ler,  her  manager ,  had been ser ious  a b o u t  last w e e k s  
u n i f o r m  in fr ac t ions ;  h e ’d d e m o t e d  her  f rom the  regis ter  to “w o r k ­
ing the  co r n e r , ” as they ca lled i t— so l i c i t i ng  in the  f r eez ing  w in d ,  
w av ing c o u p o n s  for r h o m b o i d a l  waffles a n d  c o r p o r a t e  crepes  an d  
focaccia  pizza.  Even worse  than  s u b j e c t i o n  to the  co ld  was the  s o ­
cial exposure ,  Two n inety-n ine teriyaki Tuesdays! s h e ’d  yell ,  t h e  Ugly  
Steps is ters  or  T  Rex or  w hoever  b l a r i ng  f rom o n e  s t r i c t l y - f o r b id d e n  
e a r b u d ,  h id d e n  b e n e a th  her h o o d .  All too  o f t en  the  so l i c i te d  per son  
tu r n e d  o u t  to he s o m e o n e  El i zabe th  knew,  b u n d l e d  a n d  w in t e r i z e d  
bey o n d  re co g n i t io n  w h en  El izabe th  ex c la im ed  the  deal.  1 hen  her  
cheeks  w o u ld  th aw  wi th  e m b a r r a s s m e n t ,  s h e ’d  lower  her  leaf lets an d  
make  aw k w ard  smal l talk.  An h o u r  later  the  a c q u a i n t a n c e  w o u l d  
walk by again ,  r e tu r n e d  f rom w herever  he or  she had  b een ,  a n d  the  
two w o u ld  repeat  the  w ho le  t h i n g  over— a n o t h e r  wave,  a n o t h e r  
exchange.  The pe rson  had gone  s o m e w h e r e  a n d  c o m e  back,  w hi le  
El izabe th  s tayed f rozen in the  sam e place.  T h e  m e t a p h o r  in th is  was 
n o t  lost on  her.
It h a p p e n e d  th a t  day w i th  Kayla Kaspers ,  the  last p e r son  
in the  w orl d  she expect ed  to see.
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“E lizabeth?" Kayla said.  She was wa l k i ng  a f loppy black 
dog wi t h  a gray i ng  s nou t ,  and  the  dog  l ooked  up at El i zabeth,  t hen  
back at Kayla,  bored.
“ Hey! ” El i zabeth mus t e r e d ,  s hov i ng  the  c o u p o n s  i n to  her
pocket .
He r  co r ne r  t ha t  day was ac tual ly  t he  e n t r a n c e  to t he  old 
wa l k - t h r o u g h  mal l ,  whe r e  the  wi n t e r  sun  f i l tered t h r o u g h  the glass 
cei l ing in perfect  rays,  a nd  the yel low tile gave e v e r yone ’s skin a 
p ho t oge n i c  sof tness— but  all these t r icks d i d n ’t a c c o u n t  for the  
visual  t r a n s f o r ma t i o n  o f  Kayla— this  new Kayla— w h o  s tood  before 
El izabeth.  As kids the  girls had been semi - f r i ends  in the  social  
margins .  Kayla was cast  ou t  for t he  f lesh-colored brace she wore  
to cor rec t  her  scol iosis,  a nd  because  o f  the  Ren fair accent  s he ’d 
a dop t e d ,  inexpl icably,  in t he  seventh  grade.  And  Kayla had a n i c k ­
name,  t o o — at a s leepover  s o p h o m o r e  year,  s h e ’d exc la imed,  Black 
people love J iffy  Pop! a n d  her  r epu t a t i on  as wei rd-gi r l  col l apsed into 
we i rd - and- r ac i s t  gi r l— KKKa y l a — r ende r i ng  her  as u n t o u c h a b l e  as 
El izabeth.
“O l d  f r i end!” she gushed ,  her  voice less Shakespearean  but  
still l i l t ing,  as if she were s t one d  or  had  reached e n l i g h t e n m e n t .
She pul led El i zabeth in to  a hug  a nd  E l i zabe t hs  cheek pressed 
agains t  her  floral  hair.
Af ter  high school  t he y ’d kept  in t ouch  the way t ha t  people  
do,  wi th  q u a n t u m  nudges  across the  cyber  wor ld ,  l i t t le t h u m b s - u p s  
on pictures .  El izabeth knew that  Kayla was at the  Ne w School  for 
p a i n t i n g  a nd  t ha t  she l ived in Brooklyn;  t ha t  she had a sleek o r ange  
ki t t en n a m e d  T h u r s t o n  Moor e ,  a nd  t ha t  Kayla l isted her  h o m e t o w n  
as De t r o i t ,  no t  Ann  Arbor .  But  here was t he  t h r e e - d i me ns i ona l  evi ­
dence  o f  wha t  El i zabe th  had d i s t an t l y  sensed,  a nd  it was s t a r t l ing  
to see t ha t  s o m e o n e  cou ld  evolve so rapidly.  Kayla’s wais t  squeezed 
into a hea r t - s ha pe  by her  jeans;  Kayla’s Francoi se  Ha r d y  bangs,  
s t ra ight  a nd  ref lect ive as wire;  a nd  her  foal - l ike eyes r i m m e d  black.
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“ But  how have you been? I t ’s been forever!
And  her vin tage red l e t t e r m a n ’s jacket.  A nd  her h igh -hee led  
boots  that  she d i d n ’t seem to wobble  on.  And ,  and ,  and.
“W h a t ’s new  wi th  you? Tell me everything . ”
Syphilis , El izabeth t h o u g h t .  “ N o t  a l o t . ” She b e n t  to pet  
the dog,  who  to lerated this w i t h o u t  en joy ing  it. “ H o w ’s N ew  York?” 
Kayla s ighed.  “O h ,  you know, New York’s N e w  York.”
Kayla had a braggy way o f  t a lking  a b o u t  the city tha t  m ade  its 
exc i t em en t  sou n d  u n im a g ina b ly  bor ing .  She listed the bands  s h e ’d 
seen and  the m u se u m  exhibi ts ,  d r o p p e d  the names  of Brooklyn  
ne ig h b o rh o o d s  and  re s tauran ts  E l izabe th  ha lf - recognized .  A m u l t i ­
layered envy was u n f o ld ing  inside her. El izabeth  h a d n ’t been to 
New York since m idd le  school ,  bu t  the idea o f  it had  o c c up ie d  her 
fantasies so cons is ten t ly  tha t  she felt she'd a l ready lived a sp e cu la ­
tive var ie ty o f  lives there .  W h e n  she and  her m o m  talked  a b o u t  the 
fu tu re — those conversa t ions  that  h inged  on remiss ion ,  as i f it were 
a dec ided g iven— they ta lked a b o u t  New York, where  they  m ig h t  go 
and  spend  a fall.
Kayla pu t  her hand  on E l izabe th ’s shou lder .  “We shou ld  
hang  out this week ,” she said. “ I'll message y o u . ”
She wouldn ' t ,  probably,  bu t  it was nice. T h e  ges ture  said /  
like you, even i f it was a c o m p r o m is e d  l ike— I like that I  can impress 
you. It mean t  that  El izabeth was s o m e o n e  w o r th  impress ing ,  and  
the t h o u g h t  was eno u g h  to make  bearable  the rest o f  the  shift ,  the 
ba t- in - the-cave  feeling in her chest ,  the d read  o f  Ju l i an  and  her 
im p e d in g  confession .
W h e n  El izabeth first saw Jul ian Black, she a ssum ed  he was— p o l i t i ­
cally inco r rec t ly— a bum .  I his had been in the maze of S h a n ty to w n  
Vinyl,  where  she went  most  days after  work  to lose he rse l f  a m o n g  
the sagging shelves o f  warped  LPs, the crates  o f  45s  in the i r  r u m ­
pled p a rc h m e n t ,  the precar ious wall of as-is tu rn t a b le s  a nd  bus ted
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speakers .  He  kne l t  on the floor, h u n c h e d  in a v o l u m i n o u s  a rm y  
parka and  f l ipp in g  th ro u g h  the  dol la r  bin.  El izabe th  w e n t  to work  
on the Bs o f  solo rock because the  As were r ight  above the  pa rkaed  
guy. Here  was a Syd Bar ret t  i m p o r t ,  and  she slid the record o u t  to 
check  i t ’s c o n d i t io n .
“T h a t ’s p ro b ab ly  g rea t , ’ he said. “ Never  seen tha t  before.
She j u m p e d .  T he s tore  was so m u c h  E l izabe th ’s place o f  
refuge tha t  so m e t im e s  she fo rgo t  she was in publ ic .
He  was no t  the person  sh e ’d ini t ia l ly  t h o u g h t — no,  the 
e n o r m o u s  eyeglasses be tr ayed  his hipness ,  the k ind  o f  th in g  only 
‘90s talk show hosts  wore.  He  was tw e n ty - f o u r  or  twenty- f ive ,  she 
guessed.  A cowl ick  pu l led his b lo n d e  hair  back at the par t .  He  
sm i l ed — dopily,  beaut i ful ly .
She swal lowed.  “Yeah, me nei ther .  I t ’s an i m p o r t . ’
“W h e r e ’s it f ro m ? ’ he asked,  s e t t in g  d ow n  his own records.
“ It looks Korean  or  s o m e th in g ,  she said s tupidly.
“ H e r e . ’ He  reached o u t  for the record a nd  f l ipped  it over. 
“W h a t ,  you  don ' t  read chopst i cks?  T h i s  says Pink  Floyd, and  he 
po in te d  to one  o f  the  charac te rs .
El izabe th  s tood  there  se r ious ly look ing ,  bu t  he laughed .
“ I m just  fuck ing  with  you.  He  h a n d e d  the record back and  t u r n e d  
again to his bin.
She had the  impulse  no t  to let h im  get away. “W h a t ’d you
find?
O n  top  o f  his s tack was a m o ldy  Reggae c o m p i la t io n .  “O h ,  
n o t h i n g  really. T ry ing  to get som e  samples  of some  really, like, 
damaged shi t  for this song  I 'm w o r k i n g  on.  Just  to make  it d i r ty  or 
wha tever .”
El izabe th  n o d d e d  vigorously,  knowingly .  “Yeah, cool ,  t o ­
tally.”
“All the  c l e a n - s o u n d i n g  s tu f f  t h a t ’s h a p p e n in g  r igh t  now" ... 
He w h i p p e d  his head back in an abbrev ia ted  o rb i t ,  and  a sect ion of
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hair  swung  ou t  of his face.
“Yeah, I know, ove r -p roduced  e le c t ron ica ,” she hu r r i ed .
“ I t ’s so glitchy. I t h ink  it's hard to actually,  you know, connect wi th .  
T h e re  used to be a good garage scene he re— ”
“O h  totally. Fucking M C5?  I grew up on that .  A nd  Iggy’s 
f rom up the s treet ,  right? I just fo u n d  this reissue . . .”
He  splayed his records across the l ino leum  to reveal the 
famil iar  p ink  cover of the C a t f igh t  EP  "H ave  you seen th is?” he 
asked.
F’l izabeth was s tupe fied.  S h a n ty to w n  d isp layed the EP at 
the coun te r ,  the first— and  so far the on ly — C rossed  O u t  release. It 
was a reissue, technically,  o f  t he ir  first d e m o ,  recorded  in 1978 just 
down  the block,  at a s tud io  that  was now a d o g - g r o o m in g  place.  
She'd Xeroxed and  pasted the cover herself;  an old p ic tu re  o f  the 
band  s i t t ing  on their  amps,  her m om  in the m id d le  wi th  lea ther  
boots  up to her knees,  a Mick Jagger ha ir cu t ,  her  eyes p a in t e d  to 
look like a rrowheads .  El izabeth had long been n u m b  to the image,  
bu t  now, in the se t t ing  of this boy ’s record  pile, it was reborn .  T h e  
mystery and  magic o f  her  m o t h e r ’s past  s t ru c k  her, as it had at odd  
m o m e n ts  since her adolescence.  Here was her m o t h e r  in the hear t  
of her life. She was just a bou t  E l izabe th ’s age.
“L inda  Frunczack ,” Jul i an  said. “Babe .”
Elizabeth laughed once; looked  up  at h im,  then  dow n .  
“ Yeah, sh e ’s my m o m . ”
H e — Ju l i a n — had a solo pro jec t  tha t  was k inda  like ... and  he 
c o m p a red  it to a handfu l  of low-fi,  p seudo - t r iba l ,  p s yc h -pop  bands  
El izabeth knew. Iechnical ly  he lived in Ph i la de lp h ia  bu t  h e ’d been 
tou r ing  for m o n th s ,  t ry ing  to ga rner  some  buzz before  he released 
any th ing .  Now he had a th ree-week  lull  be tween  towns ,  a n d  was 
s tay ing with his old fr iend Rob G.  El izabeth knew Rob, too,  sor t  
of; he played keyboards for an i n s t r u m e n ta l  band  cal led W h i t e
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Flag— a n d  by t h e  celes t ial  c o n n e c t e d n e s s  o f  e v e r y o n e  (or  so it 
s o m e t i m e s  s e e m e d  to  E l i z a b e t h — e v e r y o n e  e x c l u d i n g  he r s e l f )  J u l i an  
an d  R o b  h a d  g r o w n  u p  t oge t he r .  S o m e w h e r e  in P e n n s y l v a n i a  t ha t  
Ju l i an  ca l l ed  “ No wh e r e s v i l l e . "
“O h  s h i t ! ” he said in t h e  S h a n t y t o w n  d o o r w a y ,  p u l l i n g  a 
f l ier  f r o m his  bag.  H e  h a n d e d  it t o her.  J u l i an  Black a n d  t he  Black 
Eight s .  “ You s h o u l d  c o m e , ” he said.  “ I t ’s free.
Fler  h e a r t  t h u d d e d .  “C o o l , ” she  said.  “ I ’ll see if  I can  m a k e  
it, k n o w i n g  t h a t  it was  all s h e ’d t h i n k  a b o u t  for  t he  nex t  t wo  days .
T h e  C i n d e r  Barn  w a s n ’t a b a r n  at  all ,  b u t  a f r eez ing ,  b a d l y  lit w a r e ­
h o u s e  o u t  pas t  t he  mal l  w h e r e  a g r o u p  of  pol i - sc i  d r o p o u t s  he l d  
m o n t h l y  s hows .  El i z ab e t h  w a l k e d  in as t h e  last  of  C a n n i b a l  C o n ’s 
f e ed b ac k  w h i n e d  o u t .  M o s t  o f  t h e  c r o w d  she r e co g n i zed .  She  waved  
to J e n n y  Ph i l l i p s  a n d  said hi to a g r o u p  f r o m t h e  f ood  c o - o p ,  t wo  
boys  w i t h  m a t t e d  d r e a d l o c k s  a n d  a girl  w i t h  d i s t e n d e d  e a r - h o l e s  
wi de  e n o u g h  to a c c o m m o d a t e  C o k e  bo t t l e s .  Bu t  she  s t o o d  a l one ,  
in a s p o t  b e h i n d  a c l u s t e r  o f  tal l  guys  in s we a t s h i r t s  d r i n k i n g  f r o m 
b r o w n  bags .  As t h e  C o n s  d i s m a n t l e d  t he i r  d r u m s ,  J u l i a n  a p p e a r e d ,  
w e a r i n g  a N a v a j o  b l a n k e t  l ike a cape .  Hi s  s e t - u p  was  m o r e  c o m p l i ­
ca t ed  t h a n  E l i z a b e t h  h ad  i m a g i n e d — a l ap t o p ,  s amp l e r ,  a n d  d r u m  
m a c h i n e ,  a mi l k  c r a t e  of  ef fect s  peda l s  he a n d  Ro b  G.  u n p a c k e d  
a n d  u n t a n g l e d .  I wo  gu i t a r s  a n d  a M o o g ,  w h i c h  E l i zab e t h  k n e w  
was p r o n o u n c e d  wi t h  a l o n g - o ,  s h o u l d  t h e  M o o g  ever  c o m e  u p  in 
c o n v e r s a t i o n .
J u l i a n  p u t  o n  t h e  F e n d e r  a n d  s t e p p e d  to t h e  m i c r o p h o n e ,  
t u n i n g  up.
“C h e c k - c h e c k - c h e c k .  Al r i g h t ,  l e t ’s get  s t a r t e d .  I ’m J u l i an  
Black,  a n d  t h e s e —  he g e s t u r e d  b e h i n d  h i m ,  w h e r e  t h e r e  was  n o  
one ,  jus t  t h e  j u m b l e  of e q u i p m e n t  on  t h e  m a k e s h i f t  s t age  a n d  a 
h a l f - d o z e n  c a n d l e s — “t hese  are t h e  Black L i g h t s . ”
Al r e ady  she  k n e w  t h a t  h e ’d be g o o d — he c o u l d n ’t n o t  be.
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A modes t ,  t i nny  beat  began,  before  he ac t i va t ed  the  l ap t op  
and the first  song exp loded  into being.  T h e  guys in f ront  o f  El iza­
beth rocked on the balls o f  t hei r  feet.  She cou ld  see Ju l i an  perfect ly 
t h r ough  a na r row slot be tween t hem,  f ie  t u r n e d  to the  M o o g  and  
t apped  ou t  a spacey mel ody  that  l ooped  u p o n  itself,  t hen  came  
back to the mi c r o p h o n e  a nd  l aunched  into a v i r t uos ic  gu i t a r  so lo—  
the kind of pe r fo rmat i ve  s h r e dd i ng  El i zabe th  was a sucker  for. T h e  
solo t u r ned  to fast, hard chords .  His who l e  body  vi bra t ed .  She was 
ove r whe l med  by the desi re to t ouch  him.
Hal fway t h r ough  the set he whi sked  the  cape  o f f  and  th rew 
it into the audience .  His b o t t o m  lip pressed aga ins t  t he  bu l b  o f  the 
m i c r o p h o n e  as he sang,  G ina, Gina, oh G ina, or  maybe  Cheetah, 
cheetah, oh cheetah. Savage yips a nd  yelps p u n c t u a t e d  his vocals.  He  
howled for G i n a  or  the  cheet ah to please, please, cut your nails!
A h um b l e  fantasy played ou t  in El i zabe t h ’s m i n d — she saw 
hersel f  cal l ing up Sam in Chi cago ,  wh o  wou l d  press five h u n d r e d  
seven- inches  for two t ho u s a n d  dol lars  in cash.  She i ma g i ne d  t ravel ­
ing there by t rain wi th  Jul i an.  I magi ned  a r ecord release par ty;  
hersel f  be h i nd  the merch table on his next  tour .
O n e  song m o r p h e d  into the next .  El i zabeth moved  her  
shoulder s  w i t h o u t  t h ink i ng .  He r  ponyta i l  l oosened  a n d  her  hai r  
came  u n d o n e  a r o u n d  her  face. T h e  c rowd lost  t hemselves  in a 
r everbera t i ng calypso sampl e  t hat  bui l t  layer u p o n  layer, whi l e  the 
d i s t o r t ed  gui t a r  wh i ne d  relentlessly,  a n d  t hen  Jul ian s t o m p e d  a 
pedal  a nd  the noise ceased abrupt ly.
In the r inging si lence,  the app lause  s o u n d e d  so una ppr e c i a -  
t ively t hin t hat  El izabeth did s o m e t h i n g  she never  d i d — she hoo t ed .
I he crowd di sper sed a nd  she pus he d  t h r o u g h  to the  stage,  
l u l i ans  back was t u r n e d  and  the gui t a r  off.  He  t ook  a l ong  swig 
f rom a flask.
“ Hey  that  was grea t , ” she said.
He  s pun  a r o u n d  and  pul led ou t  t wo earplugs .  Sweat  coa t ed
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his face and  his t -sh ir t  was soaked .  H e  looked as if h e ’d just  s l a u g h ­
tered an an im al .
“T h a t  was, like, really a m a z in g ,” she said again.
He  looked  at her  blankly.  “T h a n k s . ”
For a t err ib le  m o m e n t  it seemed  h e ’d fo rgo t ten  her. M aybe  
he was one  o f  those  mess ian ic  music ians ,  she t h o u g h t ,  like Brian 
Eno  or  s o m e o n e ,  w ho  lived so m u c h  in his own e x t r a o rd in a ry  
wor ld  tha t  u n r e m a rk a b l e  people  s im ply  f l i tted by and  were d i s ­
missed.
But  he set d o w n  the flask and  began co i l ing  a cable  a r o u n d  
his a rm .  “Som e  peop le  are go ing  to R o b ’s. I t ’s fuck ing  dismal here ,  
r igh t?”
“Yeah, totally,  El izabe th  said.
“You w a n n a  load up  with us and  then  we can go?’
She soared.  “Yeah, okay.”
“ Hey,” Jul i an  yelled to Rob,  w ho  was he f t ing  an am p .  “You 
got the keys? E l izabe th ’s g o n n a  help.
In her  e u p h o r i a ,  she had a synesthes iac  vision;  her  name ,  
g lowing  in J u l i a n ’s m o u t h .  He  m ig h t  as well have just su n g  a song  
abou t  her, s t u d d e d  a who le  ch o ru s  with E l izabeths ,  for how s i n g u ­
larly no t iced  she felt in tha t  m o m e n t .
In h in d s igh t ,  it was p r obab ly  the  h i g h p o in t  o f  thei r  r e l a t i o n s h ip —  
their  f r i e n d s h i p — whatever it was— before e ve ry th ing  s la lomed 
into  surreal i ty.  At R o b ’s they 'd  a b a n d o n e d  the g ro u p  to  listen to 
records in the  b a s em e n t ,  where  Ju l i an  was s taying .  Rob had filled 
him in on  the  C a t f ig h t  EP, Jul i an  said;  he knew  El izabe th  had  pu t  
it ou t ,  knew all a b o u t  her label  project .  “You're, like, pay in g  for 
everything yourse lf?” h e ’d asked.  “T h e  pressing,  the r ecord ing ,  the 
... you know  I do  all my own record ing ,  I just  need some m o n e t a ry  
back ing  ... His  words  osci l la ted and  s lur red .  Even then  El izabeth  
sensed that  a n y th i n g  she said on  the sub jec t  wou ld  be fo rgo t ten
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by mor n i ng .  She was d r u n k  on whi skey  f rom a coffee mug.  He  
knocked  over  the bong  that  ba l anced  precar ious ly  on  an o t t o m a n .  
And  then he s t epped  t oward  El izabeth a n d  p u t  one  h a n d  on her  
hip,  the  o t he r  in her  hair,  and  kissed her. No  one  had ever  kissed 
her  l ike t ha t — wi th thei r  hands  so u n d e n i a b l y  on he r — and  it was 
c i nemat i c  and scary. Upstai r s ,  people  l aughed.  T h e y  lay d o w n  on 
the fu ton  and  a s t r and  o f  Ch r i s t ma s  l ights t u r n e d  t h e m  orangey;  at  
first just  thei r  faces a nd  then thei r  bodies ,  revealed.  T he cat  came  
over  a nd  f l icked its tail perversely agains t  her  bare  leg. Are you  
healthy? he asked.  Her  head swam;  wha t  did  he mean? She was u n ­
der -weight ;  she had not  had a per iod in m o n t h s .  But  she mus t  have 
said yes, because s ome t h i n g  mi r a cu l ous  h a p p e n e d  then:  El i zabeth  
felt hersel f  divide in t wo— the old her  a nd  this new,  un f ami l i a r  her,  
a nd  the old El izabeth flew off l ike a ghost .
It was dark  by the t ime  her  shif t  e nde d  and  she c a ugh t  the  bus.  She 
sat cur l ed in the  plast ic seat ,  b i t i ng  at  a cold tor t i l l a  a n d  scrol l ing 
t h r ough  thei r  mi n i ma l  c o r r e s ponde nc e  since t ha t  n ight .  Two days 
after  the fact,  she ’d texted boldly:
ARE W E  F R I E N D S ?
Jul ian:  FTF  
El izabeth:  H a h a
And  today:
I have to talk to you 
Jul ian:  W h a t  abt?
El izabeth:  I m p o r t a n t .  2ni te?
Jul ian:  wh n v r  
El izabeth:  cool
1 here wasn t muc h  comf o r t  in t he  missives;  she had  no t  felt 
haha,  she did not  feel cool , ’ bu t  now she was on her  way a nd  
there was no goi ng  back.  All day, t ime  had been spe ed i ng  up a nd  
s lowing down  wi th a s i ckeni ng  i rregulari ty.  N o w  the  bus  d r o p p e d
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her  a n d  she  m o v e d  u p  Rob ' s  s a l t ed  wa l k ,  o n t o  t h e  r i me - s l i c k  p o r c h ,  
a he ad  o f  hersel f .  T h e  f r o n t  d o o r  was  u n l o c k e d .
“ He l l o?  she  ye l l ed  f r o m  ins i de .  Mu s i c ,  t h e  Ki nks ,  rose 
f r om below.  She  o p e n e d  t h e  d o o r  t h a t  led t o  t h e  b a s e m e n t  a n d  
cal l ed aga i n .
“ D o w n  here ,  a voi ce ,  J u l i a n  s, a n s w e r e d .
H e r  t h r o a t  r e s t r i c t ed .  S h e  t h r e w  h e r  b o o t s  on  t h e  pi l e o f  
sneake r s  in t h e  e n t r y w a y  a n d  p a d d e d  d o w n  t h e  s t a i r s  in he r  socks ,  
s h a k i n g  o u t  t h e i r  f e t i d  smel l  as s he  w e n t .  H e r e  was  t h e  c a v e - r o o m  
wh e r e  it h ad  h a p p e n e d — t h e  wal l s  o f  t a c k y  s t o n e  a n d  t h e  ca l i co  c a r ­
pet ,  t h e  C h r i s t m a s  l i ght s ,  t h e  f u t o n  w h e r e ,  now,  J u l i a n  a n d  R o b  G.  
l o u n g e d  w i t h  t h e i r  feet  on  t h e  cof fee  t ab l e  a m o n g  a d o z e n  e m p t y  
beer  cans .  J u l i a n  h a d  hi s  l a p t o p  on  hi s  knees ,  a n d  t h e  ca t  was  
s t r e t c h e d  o u t  ac ross  Rob' s  lap.  A t h i r d  boy,  w h o m  E l i z a b e t h  d i d n ' t  
know,  was  p o s i t i o n e d  fe ta l ly in t h e  nes t  o f  a P a p a s a n  cha i r ,  r o l l i n g  
a j o i n t  o n  t h e  cove r  o f  a h u g e  t e x t b o o k ,  t h o u g h  t h e  ai r  was  a l r e ad y  
r ipe w i t h  s m o k e .
She  l o o k e d  at  J u l i a n  a n d  i n s t a n t l y  he r  face b u r n e d .  “ Hey,  
she said.
“ He y , ” J u l i a n  said.
T h e  kid  w i t h  t h e  j o i n t  g l a n c e d  u p  at  her ,  t h e n  b a c k  d o w n .
“ W h a t ’s up ,  R o b  said.
J us t  to fill t h e  space ,  E l i z a b e t h  h e a r d  h e r s e l f  d e s c r i b e  he r  
day p u s h i n g  c h i c k e n  wr a ps .
“You s h o u l d  q u i t , ” R o b  said.
“Yeah, ” J u l i a n  said.  “ Fu ck  t ha t .  D o  w h a t  y o u  wa n t .
J u l i a n  c l ea r ed  a spac e  a m o n g  t h e  e m p t i e s  a n d  set  t h e  c o m ­
p u t e r  on  t h e  t abl e .  “ 1 c o u l d  go for  a c h i c k e n  w r a p  r i gh t  now.  H e  
s t ood  a n d  y a w n e d ,  s t r e t c h i n g  his a r m s  a b o v e  his  h e a d  so t h a t  his t- 
shi r t  rose to s h o w  t h e  l i ne  of  ha i r  t h a t  led i n t o  hi s  p a n t s .  E l i z a b e t h  
felt it a c u t e l y — t h e  p a i n  b e t w e e n  he r  legs.  She  c o u l d  jus t  l eave.  She  
c o u l d  d o  thi s  o n  t h e  p h o n e  o r  in an  emai l .
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“You wa n t  a beer? he asked.
“Sure , ” she said.  She didn' t .  T h e r e  was n owhe r e  to sit,  so 
she went  over  and  perched  awkwardl y  on the a r m o f  the  fu t on  wi th  
her  backpack  still on.  Jul ian' s l ap t op  was there  in f ront  o f  her,  open  
to a grid o f  pictures:  t ower ing,  indust r i a l  bu i ld i ngs  at n i ght  in a 
snowy field,  thei r  wi ndows  ga r l anded  wi th cyc lone  fencing.  T h e  
facade o f  a bar— a c h u b b y  girl in a fur coat  f l i pp ing  of f  the  c a m ­
era. Rob G.  and  a kid wi th a neo-Nazi  ha i r cu t  s mok i ng .  A b a n d —  
Wa nt e d  Widow,  she t h o u g h t  she r ecogni zed— streaks o f  p i nk  l ight  
a nd  a doub l e - ne cke d  gui tar ,  the  d i s e mb o d i e d  leg of  a c rowd surfer.  
El izabeth puzzled it t oge t he r — a show in De t r o i t ,  p r oba b l y  at the 
Dover  Club .
“ W h e n  was this?” she asked.
And then she saw Kayla Kaspers.  A red s t r aw be tween  her  
lips. T h e n  Kayla in perfect  profi le,  t a lk ing to a n o t h e r  girl .  T h e n  
Kayla next  to Jul ian,  his arm a r o u n d  her  shoulder ,  Kayla l ook ing  
s t ra ight  into the camera  whi le  Jul i an looked at  her,  bo t h  o f  t hem 
g r inn i ng  wildly.
I h e  pain moved into her  chest ,  where  it f lared ope n  and
closed.
“ Uh,  last night? Ni gh t  before? Fake J ama i cans  op e n e d ,  they 
ki l led it, Jul i an said.  He  set down  Fdizabeth’s beer  a nd  p l oppe d  
back on the futon.
I he wor ld  felt rat t led.  She tore  her  eyes f rom the pictures  
and  l ooked at h im.  “You're f r iends wi th  Kayla Kaspers?”
Jul ian pi cked up the c o m p u t e r  and  scrol led.
“O h ,  he wants to be f r iends wi th  Kayla,” Rob l aughed.  He  
made  quo t a t i ons  wi th his f ingers.  “F u c k i n ’ waiting  to bef r i end 
her .”
She s t ruggled to keep her  voice even.  “ H o w  do  you know 
her? KKKayla,  El izabeth t hough t .
I he kid in the  chai r  lit the j o i n t  a nd  the  air  be c ame  thick
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and close. “ 1 d u n n o , ’ Jul i an  sh rugged .  “ H ow  does an y o n e  know 
anyone?
“ W h a t  d o  you  care , ’ Rob  said.
She took  a long  d r in k  o f  the  beer. It came  to her tha t  Jul ian 
h a d n ’t to ld  Rob  a b o u t  the i r  n igh t  together .  “ I d o n ’t , ’ she said smal-  
ly. S h e ’d left the m o r n i n g  after,  re t rea ted like an awkw ard  d ream ,  
just as he was w ak ing  up.  He  hadn ' t  p ro te s ted  her going.
Above th e m ,  the fron t  d o o r  s l a m m e d  and  there  were voices, 
shuf f l ing .  Steve Sp inaker ,  V ick ram  Jansen ,  Ted s o m e b o d y  and  
* Jenny  Ph i l l ips  filed d o w n  the stai rs.  As if t h e y ’d c o m e  to s tage a 
r ee n a c tm e n t ;  it was the same g ro u p  from two weeks ago, f rom after  
the show.
Steve ba lanced  a t w e n ty - f o u r  pack o f  PB R on his head;  
Jenny  carr ied  bags o f  t ak e o u t  in p u rp le  boxes.
E l izabe th  knew those bags,  those  boxes,  the b u r n t  cheese 
smell.  Nausea  washed  over her. So far today  s h e d  taken  th ree  a n t i ­
b io t i cs— three  t imes the  a m o u n t  prescr ibed.  N o w  she felt a noxious  
fizzing in her s to m a c h ,  as i f all o f  the capsules  had o p e n e d  at once.
Jul ian looked  c o n c e rn e d .  “ Where 's  eve rybody  else?
H e  m e a n t  the  o th e r  girls. All o f  the w o r l d ’s o t h e r  girls. He  
took  ou t  his p h o n e  and  began press ing  keys.
“ I ’m g o n n a  go," she said to no one .  She pushe d  up the 
s tairs,  past the g roup .
In her wake,  Ju l i an  cal led,  “ Easy E— I t h o u g h t  you  w a n te d  
to talk business .  Have  a c iga re t t e—  1
“Are you okayV J e n n y  asked.
But  E l izabeth  was r u n n i n g  now. A su l fu rous  bile sho t  in to  
her e sophagus  and  it was all she cou ld  do  to push  t h ro u g h  the base ­
m ent  door ,  then  the  f ront  door ,  o n t o  the porch .  W h o  was Easy E? 
She spewed a mess in to  the  new snow.
I he real iza t ions m o u n t e d ,  py ram ida l .  Two weeks ago,
Jul ian had w a n te d  to get laid, a n d  E l izabe th  was the on ly  avai lable
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per son  to lay. The poss ibi l i ty  d e s c e n d e d — m a y b e  it had  c o m e  f rom 
him? Ma ybe  he'd go t t e n  it f rom s o m e o n e  in Toledo,  P i t t s b u r g h ,  
I t haca— maybe  h e ’d f o u n d  a n o t h e r  El i zabe th  or  Kayla in o n e  o f  
those  t owns  and  go t t e n  it f rom one  of t h e m .  Ma y b e  h e ’d g o t t e n  an 
a c r o n y m  a nd  passed that  a long,  too.  She  s ucked  back  her  p h l eg m  
and  looked up  at the  sky, deep  in to  the b e e r - c o mm e r c i a l  ob l i v i on .  
Agains t  the  black the  snowf lakes  be c a me  very huge  very fast,  just  
before  t hey l anded ,  l ike d o w n ,  on her  cheeks .
“ Hey, ” Jul i an said b e h i n d  her.  There was a l ong  pause .  She  c o u l d n ’t 
face h i m.  “ You left yo u r  shoes . ”
She t u r n e d  wi t h  her  h a n d  s h i e l d i ng  her  eyes.  “ I k n o w , ” she 
said violent ly.
He  tossed the  boo t s  o n t o  t he  p o r c h  a n d  t hen  w e n t  back  i n ­
side.  El i zabe th  s t r i pped  o f f  her  wet  socks a n d  p u t  her  feet  i n t o  t he  
f leecy inter iors .  A m i n u t e  later  he c a me  o u t  again in his pa rka  wi t h  
a wad o f  toi let  paper .  He  of fered it to her.  “ You w a n n a  c o m e  i n?” 
he asked.
“ N o , ” she said,  w i p i n g  her  nose.  Ju l i an  p u t  his h a n d  on  the  
back of her  neck a nd  ma s h e d  her  there .  El ec t r i c i t y  s h o t  t h r o u g h  her  
body;  a pulse,  desp i t e  e ve ry t h i ng ,  in her  s w i ms u i t  area.
" T o m e  o n , ’ he said.  His  voice was soft .  “ I ’ll s h o w  you  wh a t  
I ’ve d o n e  wi t h  t he  va n . ”
She fol lowed h i m d o w n  t he  b l ock  to whe r e  t he  van was 
pa rked ,  a nd  wh e n  he o p e n e d  the  back doo r s  she saw w h a t  he 
mea n t .  I he b o t t o m  wi t h  bui l t  up  wi t h  p l y wo o d  to m a k e  a f loor,  
a nd  he l i f ted t he  edge to s how El izabe th  the  gr id o f  c ubb i e s  u n d e r ­
nea th ,  s tuf fed wi t h  casset te  tapes ,  t - shi r t s ,  b e e f  jerky.  J u l i a n  was 
onl y  passing t h r o u g h .  S h e d  k n o w n  this  f rom t he  very b e g i n n i n g .
I hey c l i mb e d  in a n d  he t u r n e d  on  the  i gn i t i on  for  heat .  
A r t h u r  Russell  c a me  t h r o u g h  the  s peake r s — I close my eyes a n d  
listen, to hear the corn come out. In t he  g low of t he  s t r ee t l i gh t s  t hey
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unfu r led  a roll o f  egg-cra te  foam and  sat cross- legged,  the i r  knees 
just barely t o u ch ing .
“ NX hen are you leaving?’ she asked.
“C o u p l e  days.  I have som e  West  C o a s t  s tu f f  l ined u p . ”
His  n o n c h a la n c e  b u r n e d .  “W h a t  a b o u t  Kayla?” she t r ied to 
joke. It d i d n ’t c om e  ou t  funny.
“ W h a t  a b o u t  her? Jul ian asked.
“Are you t ry ing  to da te  her?
H e  pu l led  a plast ic  baggie and  ro l l ing papers  f rom his 
pocke t .  “ I ’m no t  t ry ing  to date  a n y o n e , ” he said. He  m ade  El iza­
b e th ’s l anguage  s o u n d  absurd .  “ I t ’s no t  a b o u t  ... d a t i n g . ”
Her  p r id e  f lo unde red ,  then  left her. “Fine,  fu c k in g ” And 
because the cause was already lost— “ Is Rob  r ight? Are you t ry ing  
to fuck he r?”
H e  s ighed as if her  que s t ions  were imposs ib le ,  and  tore  at 
the nest  o f  tobacco .  “ I d o n ’t t h in k  you get it. I t ’s like, no o n e ’s ev­
e ry th ing .  Som e girls are pretty,  som e  are cool,  som e  just  have style. 
Some girls are d i ff e ren t .  M ore  like y o u .”
H er  m o th e r  had w arned  her once,  never  to t ru s t  a boy who  
tells you  you re no t  like o t h e r  girls. H e’s trying to turn you against 
yourself.
“ H o w  am / ? ” she asked.
H e  l icked the c igaret te  and  sealed it. “You're no t ,  like, shal­
low. You’re not  always t h i n k i n g  a b o u t  how everyone  sees y o u . ”
H er  hea r t  f lapped .  It wasn' t  t rue .  She felt a n e b u lous  sense 
of gui l t .  “ I have syphil is,  she said.
I he p lainness  o f  the  confess ion  isolated the s o u n d  o f  her  
voice,  f roggy;  as when  she heard  he rse l f  echo  back d u r in g  bad cell 
p h o n e  recep t ion .  Way d o w n  in the p i t  o f  the m o m e n t ,  e v e ry th ing  
abou t  he r  seem ed  ugly a n d  silly.
Ju l i an  looked  frozen in space and  t ime,  the un l i t  c igaret te  
held ou t  before  him.
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She rushed  in to  the larger  s to ry  then ,  anx ious  to sof ten a nd  
m od i fy  the news. T h e  free clinic,  the test ,  the  a n t ib io t i c s ;  the s t a ­
t istical facts o f  how really common  it was. An E s to n ia n  pe rson  had 
given it to her. T h i s  last fact hovered d o u b t f u l ly  b e tw een  s t a t e m e n t  
and  q ue s t ion ,  a nd  she hu r r i e d ,  “ Is there  any  way you co u ld  have 
go t ten  i t— ?” She cou ldn ' t  ask m ore  than  that .
He  set the un l i t  c igare t t e  d o w n ,  like an adm is s io n  o f  defeat .  
“ D id  we use s o m e t h in g ? ’
She shook  her  head.
He n o d d e d  a nd  took  his glasses off, s ta r ing  at n o t h in g .  For  
a m in u t e  he looked  vu lnerable ;  a l it t le like the b ronze  s ta tue  o f  
Ben jamin  Frank l in  in the  law quad .  T h e n  he lay back  on  his e lbows 
a nd  began to u n b u t t o n  his jeans.
Som et im es  peop le  did th ings  tha t  were so u n f a t h o m a b l e  
to El izabe th,  so d if fe ren t  f rom w ha t  she he rse l f  w o u ld  do ,  tha t  
her  view o f  the h u m a n  wor ld  e x p a n d e d  for a m in u t e ,  a n d  she felt 
ove rw h e lm ed  by the u n p r e d ic ta b i l i ty  of everyone;  o f  life itself. Its 
capac i ty  to su rpr i se  and  m or t i fy  a nd  h u r t  her.
He  o p e n e d  his fly, then  he ld up his p h o n e  to i l l u m in a te  the 
s lug o f  his penis .  “ D o  you see a n y th i n g ? ” He  f loppe d  it f rom  one  
s ide to the other .  “ I t h o u g h t  I saw s o m e t h in g  this m o r n i n g .  T h e r e .  
Right  the re .”
E l izabe th ’s hear t  racke ted .  She was repul sed.  As i f to ove r ­
com e  it, she scoo ted  closer. “W h e r e ? ”
1 here ,” he said. He  t a u t e n e d  the  skin b e tw een  two f ingers,  
t hen  took  her  h a n d  and  placed it on  him.
*  *  *
I he Friends m e e t in g h o u s e  was a sp raw l ing  c ra f t s m an  m a n s i o n  full 
o f  u p r ig h t  p ianos  and  s e c o n d - h a n d  sofas, the i r  u p h o l s t e ry  long  p e r ­
mea ted  with  the smell  o f  lent ils and  black tea. O n  the  m a in  floor,
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the newer  add i t i on  of a large,  w i n d o we d  hall  b u t t e d  up agains t  
a forested na tu re  preserve,  j ung l ous  and  she l t e r i ng  in the  s u m ­
mer,  bu t  ba r r en  a nd  f ragi l e - looking in winter .  W h e n  El izabeth was 
y o u n g  her  m o m  had expla i ned  t ha t  they we r e n ’t Q«r f£er -Quakers ;  
t hey were just  people  who  went  to Q u a k e r  Meet i ng .  It was a bou t  
be ing qu i e t  a nd  still;  it was l ike med i a t i on .  God— what's God? her  
m o m  had asked.  She was seven a nd  she was told she could  dec ide  
for herself.  Th i s  was a r o u n d  the t ime  El izabeth first  heard the ther -  
emi n  s o u n d ,  l ike a spi r i tual  placeholder .
El izabeth rarely we n t  to me e t i ng  a nymor e ,  bu t  t ha t  m o r n ­
ing she had the c o mp u l s i o n  no t  to be too far f rom her  mother .
Now’ t ha t  they were here,  t ho u g h ,  she d o u b l e d  back on her  de c i ­
sion.  People s he ’d k n o wn  her  who l e  life r emoved  thei r  shoes,  kissed 
her  on the cheek.  No ,  t he  long q u i e t u d e  was not  wha t  she needed.
1 he r oom full of b l ank  faces, eve ryone  t u r n i n g  inward ,  fu r t he r  
i nward,  l i s tening.  1 he “s ha r i ng . ’ M e m b e r s  o f  t he  congrega t i on  
rose to say naked,  e mo t i o n a l  t hings .  El izabeth was afraid s ome o n e  
m i g h t  say s o m e t h i n g  to break her.  She did not  wa n t  to cry in f ront  
o f  everyone.
It was cold ou t ,  bu t  no t  the  k i nd  o f  f ace-aching wea t he r  
it had been yesterday.  She fol lowed the trail  t ha t  l ooped  t h r ough  
the woods ,  d own  to the river, over  the  arc o f  t he  wo o d e n  br idge,  
its circle ref lected on the river. T h e  sky was as flat a nd  wh i t e  as a 
f reshly pa i n t e d  wall .  S h e d  fo rgo t t en  her  iPod,  a nd  the si lence felt 
c l a u s t r ophob i c  and  e m p t y  at the  s ame t ime.  T h e  A r t h u r  Russell  
song still l ingered in her  head;  now' she never  wa n t e d  to hear  it 
again.  She closed her  eyes and  whe n  she o pe ne d  t hem,  t hey were 
wet .
She had not  f o u n d  the  t h i n g  he was t ry ing  to show her. 
Beneath  her  f ingers he s p r a ng  to life, a nd  then  he pu t  his h a n d  on 
hers and  gu i ded  it. If she br oke  the ac t i on  d o w n  to its mi nu t i a ,  it 
was n o t h i n g  more  t han  a m o v e me n t ;  l ike a h a n d s h a k e  or  a dance .  If
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sh e  t h o u g h t  of  it th i s  way,  it was  a l m o s t  i n s i g n i f i c a n t .
T h e  t rai l  led b a c k  to  w h e r e  it h a d  s t a r t e d  a n d  s h e  a p ­
p r o a c h e d  t h e  m e e t i n g h o u s e  a g a i n ,  f r o m  th i s  d i s t a n c e ,  t h e  g lass ha l l  
l o o k e d  l ike  a d i o r a m a ,  e v e r y o n e  i n s i d e  p r e s e r v e d .  It was  h e r  m o t h e r  
w h o  was  s t a n d i n g  now,  a r a r i ty ;  t h e  last  t i m e  E l i z a b e t h  c o u l d  
r e m e m b e r  h a d  b e e n  a ye ar  ago ,  ju s t  a f t e r  h e r  d i a g n o s i s .  B u t  n o w  
h e r  m o m ' s  c h i n  was  h i g h ,  h e r  eyes c l o s e d ,  h e r  m o u t h  o p e n .  I he  
s o n g  c a m e  w o r d l e s s  a n d  sw ee t  ac ro ss  t h e  l a n d s c a p e .  E x p e r i m e n t a l l y ,  
E l i z a b e t h  o p e n e d  h e r  o w n  m o u t h  a n d  r e l e a s e d  a h i g h ,  s t e a d y  n o t e .  
T h e r e  was  n o  o n e  a r o u n d  to  hear .  W h a t  h a d  h e r  m o t h e r  h e a r d  in 
t h e  s i l e n c e  to  m a k e  h e r  rise? W T a t  bel l  h a d  r u n g  i n s i d e  her ,  to  
m a k e  h e r  w a n t  to s t a n d ,  a n d  t h r o w  h e r  h e a d  b a c k ,  a n d  s i n g :1
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A N D Y  FOGLE
M O T E L  A C R O S S  L I N C O L N  W H I L E  1 P U M P  GAS
I h e i r  b i g  w h i t e  p i c k u p  
las a n  oi l  t a n k  in i t s  b e d .  
i ke  d o l p h i n s  a r c i n g
h r o u g h  s u r f  i n u n i s o n ,  
w o  m e n  o u t s i d e  a r o o m  
ai se  c a n s  t o  t h e i r  l i ps .
\  t h i r d  in a l a w n  c h a i r  l i g h t s  
) ne  u p .  H i s  c u p p e d  h a n d s ,  
i t i n y  f i r e ,  a t i n y  c a v e .
IACOB NEWBERRY
C i c a d a s  (Aw a k e  a t  m i d n i g h t )
They are al ive in ways 
that  I have never been, 
a f ierce cours ing  cu r ren t
o f  i g n i t i o n  and d i v in e  retreat:
all r epe t i t i on  t h ro u g h  the f ragi le
and the f ract ious  pa t te rn  of  the i r  l ives.
I hey are a sheer, unb le m ishe d  st ream 
of  l iv ing ,  o n l y  in s t i n c t  and d i re c t ion .
Each ins tant  in the i r  h u r r i e d  hours
is every instant ,  is the cross ing o f  years 
w i t h o u t  d i s t i n c t i o n .  A  passing 
w i t h o u t  passing. T h e  long  c o r r i d o r
of  evening stretches o u t  to them 
as e te rn i t y  does to us: i n d i s t i n gu ish ab le  
and unques t i oned ,  stat ic yet v i ta l .
A n d  w ha t  is there fo r  me?
I am capable, I fear, 
o n l y  o f  consu m ing ,  o n ly
o f  ta k in g  in w ha t  they
w i l l  spend the long  n igh t
o f  the i r  fevered lives p rodu c in g .
In th is s ingle evening 
I w i l l  absorb the who le ,  
the every th ing ,  the fu l l
102
a n d  s p e c t a c u l a r  ga l axy  
o f  t h e i r  a c c u m u l a t e d  
a n d  i n n u m e r a b l e  des i r es :
all t h e  m a n y  a n d  t h e  v a r i e d  
d r e a m s  t h e y  cal l  o u t  t h r o u g h  
t he  b l a c k  r i ver  o f  n i g h t
t h a t  st i l l  is n e w  t o  t h e m ,  
eve ry  f i r s t  a n d  e v e r y  f i na l  
s o n g  o f  g r a t i t u d e  t h a t  t h e y —
in t h e  b u s t l i n g  t o r r e n t  
o f  t h e  c h o r u s  of  t h e i r  
s o u n d s — are  n o t  a l o n e .
T h e y  wi l l  d i e  h a v i n g  l ived 
in ways  t h a t  1 h a v e  n e v e r  k n o w n ,  
a l ways  h e a r i n g  s o n g s
f r o m  t h e  o t h e r s  o f  t h e i r  t r i be .  
T h i n k  o f  it: t o  he  b o r n  i n t o  
a w o r l d  w h i l e  all t h e  b e i n g s
t ha t  s u r r o u n d  y o u  s i n g  
t h a t  c h o r u s  t h e y  
have  a l ways  s u n g ,
as t h o u g h  t h e r e  d
never  b e e n  a n o t h e r  w o r l d .
T h i n k  o f  it: t o  d i e ,
y o u r  o w n  c r a c k e d  i n s t r u m e n t  
c a l l i n g  o u t  t h a t  s o n g ,  
t h a t  ve r y  h a r m o n y
t h a t  g r e w  u p  f r o m  t h e  a i r  
i t sel f  b e f o r e  y o u .
So w h a t  is t h e r e  for  me?
O n l y  thi s :  I wi l l  k n o w  t h a t  e v e n  
at  t h e  mi l ky ,  d y i n g  s t r e t c h e s  
o f  t h i s  n i g h t ,  t h e r e  a r e  st i l l
m o r e  s t a r s  b e s i d e  m e  in t h e  grass  
t h a n  in t h e  s ky  w h e n  t w i l i g h t  c o m e s .  
I k n o w  e a c h  d a y ’s r e s t a r t i n g
b r i n g s  a d i f f e r e n t  h o s t  of  b e i n g s  
to  s i n g  its h y m n .
M y  m e m o r y  o f  t h a t  s o n g
in t h e  d a y  is t h e  c o n c e n t r a t i o n  
o f  i ts e c h o ,  j u s t  as t h e  s t a r s  
in d a y l i g h t  c o n t i n u e  t h e i r
f u t i l e  a n d  e x q u i s i t e  b u r n i n g ,  
t h e i r  l i g h t  a b s o r b e d  
a n d  q u i e t l y  d i f f u s e d  
a m o n g  o u r  u n s u s p e c t i n g ,  
u n d e s e r v i n g  he a r t s .
Newberry
M O N I C A  G O M E R Y
I  excerpt JromJ A  W A N T  E X I S T S
my beloved stands before the scroll and recites its many words but only one 
word is audible the audible word is the sum total of all the words of the scroll 
and the audible word is complete and the sound o f  the audible word is 
crystalline vibration and the crystalline vibration hums inside all of us and the 
hum  is the hum  o f  the world and the audible word is a whole world o f  a word 
and the word is the name and the name is impossible to pronounce and the 
name rings like a bell and the name fills the corners with its name-breath and 
the name fills all the world’s corners with its name-breath and the name-breath 
is exhalation and inhalation and the name is untangled and the name is the 
words in an untangled form and the form of the name is unbroken and the 
name is restored from its brokenness o f  many words and the name is the one 
word that is all the words and the name is the world and the world's words and 
the corners and the corners o f  the world and the name is the same name as the 
name o f  love and the name o f  love hums inside all of us and the name o f  love is 
exhalation and inhalation and the name of love is also impossible to pronounce
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T h e  e u s t o r y  o f  t h e  p a s s p o r t
D r iv in g  to the U.S.  with my parents ,  1 was 13 or  14, as leep in the 
hack seat.  T h e  cus tom s  officer  o p e n e d  my d o o r  a nd  p u t  her  face 
in f ron t  of mine .  “ Wake u p ,” she said.  ‘You’re no t  a kid a n y m o re .  
Show some respect when  y o u ’re cross ing  the bo r d e r . ” 1 m ig h t  have 
im ag ined  show some respect.
“ f o r  respect is wha t  the p h o t o g r a p h e r  said at the pas spor t  
s tu d io  when  he d rap e d  a n e o n - p i n k  scarf a ro u n d  my shou lde r s  
to conceal  my bra  s t raps .  T h e  s tud io  was o f fe r ing  a free po r t r a i t  
session with pu rchase  o f  a passpor t  p h o t o — or maybe  this  p h o t o g ­
raphe r  was just  bored.  He  posed me in u n c o m f o r t a b l e  leans for 
twen ty  m inu te s ,  pu l l ing  worn  t eddy  bears  a nd  dus ty  books  and  
fake b o u q u e t s  ou t  o f  an o rna te  t r u n k  for me to hold .  I giggled o u t  
of e m b a r ra s s m e n t .  “W h a t ’s so fu n n y ? ” he kept  ask ing .  1 had no 
answer:  why  d id  it feel d iffe rent  to be p h o t o g r a p h e d  for a pas spor t  
than  for no reason at all? Look ing  at the f in ished  p h o to s  m ade  me 
even m ore  u n c o m fo r ta b le :  my bra s traps ,  with the ted d y  bear, gave 
the impress ion  of a g rown w o m a n  who  h a d n ’t realized she was no 
longer  a chi ld .
1 he State  D e p a r t m e n t  r e c o m m e n d s  a p p ly in g  for a new 
passpor t  if your  a ppe a ra nce  differs  s ign i f ican t ly  f rom  yo u r  passpor t  
pho to .  Weight loss or ga in , num erous/large fa c ia l  p iercings or tattoos, 
fa c ia l  surgery or traum a  and  gender transition  are l is ted as good  rea­
sons to reapply.  The norm a l aging process is no t  a reason.
1 don  t t h in k  tha t  my passpor t  p h o t o  looks very m u c h  like
me.
Recent ly , a d i s t a n t  a c q u a i n ta n c e  a n n o u n c e d  o n l in e  tha t  
h e d  g o t te n  a face t a t too .  A b o u t to do som eth ing  really s tu p id ...  h e ’d 
pos ted  several days earlier.  I hen,  a p ic tu re  a ppeared  of his face 
with loud  t r ibal  s t r e tc h ing  from nose to ears. “ I t ’s especial ly  sad 
because he had such a b e a u tifu l  face,” said one  fr iend .  “ I t ’s, like, 
disrespectjul of his own beauty.  I t r ied to im a g ine  the  s ta te  o f  m in d  
1 wou ld  need to  be in to get  a face ta t too .  D i rec t io n le ss  anger  tha t
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co u ld  be  expressed no o t h e r  way? A d e s p e ra t e  des i re  for i n d i v i d u a l ­
ity? W h a t  co u ld  I ever have to say th a t  w o u l d  be  t ru e  e n o u g h  to 
pos t  o n  m y  face?
iMy fa th e r  o n c e  to ld  m e  th a t  1 w o u l d  never  he able to see 
exact ly w h a t  1 looked  l ike to o t h e r  people ;  m i r ro r s  w o u l d  always  
show  me the  b ac k w ard s  image o f  mysel f.  T h r o u g h o u t  my  c h i l d ­
h o o d ,  this  idea f r u s t r a t e d  me:  the  i m p o s s ib i l i ty  o f  see ing  my lace 
in an y  n o n - a p p r o x i m a t e  way. Now,  1 pre fer  it th is  way;  1 am on ly  
h ac k w a rd s - s u re  of a n y t h i n g  a b o u t  mysel f.
Is my  p as sp o r t  h o o k  f ic t ion  or  n o n - f i c t i o n ?
It t u r n e d  o u t  t h a t  the  face t a t t o o  was fake,  an e x p e r i ­
m e n t  for Vice. “ N o t  a s ingle  pe r son  gave m e  a go o d  reason w h y  I 
s h o u ld n ' t  have  o n e , ” he w ro te  in an ar t ic le  a b o u t  his week w i th  a 
face t a t t o o .
Since  2 0 0 7 ,  A m er ic an  pas sp o r t s  have e m b e d d e d  ch ips  wi th  
d u p l i c a t e  co pies  o f  t he  i n f o r m a t i o n  p r i n t e d  in the  b o o k le t .  I his a l ­
lows b o r d e r  ag en ts  to use facial r e co g n i t io n  t e c h n o l o g y  to c o m p a r e  
the p e r so n  aga ins t  th e i r  d ig i ta l  p h o t o .  I n t e r n a t i o n a l  v i sa-ho ldcr s  
have had to s u p p l y  f i n g e r p r i n t s  for years each t im e  th ey  cross in to  
the  U.S. ,  a n d  re t inal  scans  are b e c o m i n g  c o m m o n .  I he p as spo r t  
bo o k  is no  l o nge r  b e in g  r e a d — it is the  b o d y  th a t  is read.  M a ry  
D o u g la s  wr i t es  in Purity a n d  Danger. “ T h e  b o d y  is a m ode l  w h ich  
can s t a n d  for any b o u n d e d  sys tem.  N a t io n a l  bo rd e r s  are be ing  
m a p p e d  o n t o  b o d i ly  ones .
1 was b o r n  in C a n a d a  an d  in h e r i t e d  my ab i l i ty  to get a 
U.S.  p as spo r t  f rom m y  fa ther .  He grew u p  in W a to n g a ,  O k l a ­
h o m a ,  w h e re  he  had a tw o - d ig i t  p h o n e  n u m b e r .  H e  was s u p p o r t i n g  
h im sel f  p l ay ing  m u s ic  by the  t im e  he  was 18 years  o ld ,  an d  d u r i n g  
V i e t n a m ,  he jo in ed  the  Air Force  b a n d  to avoid  the  d ra f t .  “So th a t  
I w o u l d n ’t have to m ov e to C a n a d a — no w  look  w he re  I am! he 
jokes.  As a t o u r i n g  m u s ic i an ,  he has  been to every  s t a te  an d  p ro b -
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abl y  vi s i t ed m o r e  c o u n t r i e s  t h a n  not .  T h e  m u s i c  g r o u p  he  p e r f o r m s  
wi t h  is ca l l ed  Nexus .  ‘Ne x u s  has  its o w n  f r e q u e n t  t r ave l e r  ca rd  
now, '  my  f a t h e r  Tweeted.  ‘Jus t  saved m e  45  m i n u t e s  at  c u s t o m s  in 
l o r o n t o  a i r p o r t . ’ The N e x u s  p r o g r a m  a l l ows  f r e q u e n t ,  p r e - c l e a r e d  
t rave l er s  to be f a s t - t r a c k e d  t h r o u g h  c u s t o m s  e n t e r i n g  C a n a d a  a n d  
t he  U. S.  H e  h ad  been  w o r r i e d  t h a t  he w o u l d n ' t  q u a l i f y  for  t h e  p r o ­
g r a m,  s i nce  it d e p e n d e d  on  a r e t i na l  scan.  The p r e v i o u s  s u m m e r ,  
he was hi t  in t he  eye wi t h  a t e n n i s  bal l  a n d  t h e  s t e r o i d s  h e ’d t a k e n  
m a d e  o n e  p u p i l  s t ay p e r m a n e n t l y  d i l a t ed .  In t h e  e n d ,  it was  n o t  a 
p r o b l e m ;  a p p a r e n t l y ,  t he  e y e - r e a d i n g  m a c h i n e s  can  par se  d i l a t i o n  
jus t  f ine.
Tor every  h o l i d a y  wh i l e  I was  at  un i ver s i t y ,  m y  f a t h e r  d r o v e  
h o u r s  to p i ck  me  u p  at  u n i v e r s i t y  in t he  U n i t e d  Sta t es ,  a n d  9 
h o u r s  h o m e  to C a n a d a .  “It w o u l d  be c h e a p e r  for  m e  jus t  to fly,”
1 said o n ce ,  at  yet  a n o t h e r  gas s t a t i o n .  “ I d o n ’t m i n d , ” he  sa id,  or  
m a y b e  “ I t ’s m y  j o b . ” S o m e t i m e s ,  I c r i ed  s i l en t l y  in t h e  car,  t h i n k i n g  
a b o u t  t he  n ew A m e r i c a n  f r i ends  I a l r e ad y  mi s se d ,  o r  w o r r y i n g  t h a t  
I w o u l d  neve r  care  a b o u t  a n y o n e  e n o u g h  to d r i ve  18 h o u r s  in t wo  
days  just  to b r i n g  t h e m  h o m e .
At  h o m e ,  p e o p l e  s u r p r i s e d  me  by t h e  q u e s t i o n s  t h e y  c h o s e  
to ask a b o u t  m y  ex p e r i e n c e s  at  col l ege .  “T h a t  was  ve r y  b r ave  o f  
y ou ,  to mo v e  to a n o t h e r  c o u n t r y  all a l o n e ,  t h e y  s o m e t i m e s  said.  I 
d o n  t k n o w  t he  r i gh t  w o r d  to d e s c r i b e  i t— exc i t i ng?  I nev i t ab l e?  N o t  
brave.  W h a t  m a d e  y o u  d e c i d e  to a p p l y  to A m e r i c a n  s c h o o l s ? ” N o  
A m e r i c a n  has ever  asked  me  thi s  q u e s t i o n .  If s o m e b o d y  is a s k i n g  
thi s  q u e s t i o n ,  t h ey  are t he  t ype  of p e r s o n  w h o  d oes  n o t  w a n t  to 
hear  t he  on l y  t r u t h f u l  answer ,  w h i c h  is t h a t  t h e y ’re b e t t e r  t h a n  t he  
C a n a d i a n  ones .
I i n t e r v i e w e d  a p p l i c a n t s  f r om l o r o n t o  w h o  a p p l i e d  to 
m y  a l m a  mat e r .  At  my  o w n  i n t e r v i e w  a d e c a d e  ago,  t h e  m a n — an 
i n t i m i d a t i n g  l awyer  in a full  s u i t — t o l d  me ,  You’ll go  t he r e ,  a n d  
t l u n  y o u  re g o i n g  to c o m e  bac k  to C a n a d a .  It was  t h e  o n l y  t h i n g  I
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r e m e m b e r e d  f r o m  t h e  i n t e r v i e w .  “ T h e  id ea  is t h a t  y o u  b r i n g  e v e r y ­
t h i n g  y o u ’ve  l e a r n e d  w i t h  y o u  b a c k  h o m e .  I f o u n d  o u t  l a te r  t h a t  
he  h a d  b r o k e n  all t h e  ru les :  he  p u l l e d  m e  o u t  o f  s c h o o l ,  c a m e  to  m y  
h o u s e ,  a l l o w e d  m y  p a r e n t s  to  si t  i n — all t h i n g s  e x p l i c i t l y  a d v i s e d  
a g a i n s t  in t h e  a l u m n i  i n t e r v i e w e r s  h a n d b o o k .  1 r e p h r a s e d  h is  w o r d s  
as a q u e s t i o n  to  t h e  a p p l i c a n t s  1 m e t :  H o w  d o  y o u  feel a b o u t
m o v i n g  to  t h e  U n i t e d  S ta tes?  H o w  d o  y o u r  f r i e n d s  a n d  f a m i l y  feel 
a b o u t  t h e  ide a  of  y o u  m o v i n g  t h e r e ? ’ It t o o k  t h e m  all by  s u r p r i s e ;  
r e a d y  w i t h  t h o u g h t f u l ,  a r t i c u l a t e  r e s p o n s e s  to  m y  q u e s t i o n s  a b o u t  
t h e i r  a c a d e m i c s ,  e x t r a c u r r i c u l a r s ,  i n t e r e s t s ,  t h e y  h a d  n o t  p r e p a r e d  
an  a n s w e r  to  t h i s  o n e .
A m o n t h  i n t o  m y  f r e s h m a n  year ,  a j o u r n a l i s t  fo r  t h e  s c h o o l  
n e w s p a p e r  i n t e r v i e w e d  m e  fo r  an  a r t i c l e  a b o u t  C a n a d i a n s  o n  
c a m p u s .  I h a d n ’t t h o u g h t  d e e p l y  a b o u t  t h e  t r a n s i t i o n — it w as  sti l l  
h a p p e n i n g — a n d  p r o v i d e d  a c r y p t i c  s o u n d  b i t e ,  p r o b a b l y  t h e  leas t  
i n a r t i c u l a t e  q u o t e  s h e  wa s  a b l e  to  p u l l  f r o m  o u r  c o n v e r s a t i o n :  “A n y  
k i n d  o f  c h a n g e  of  e n v i r o n m e n t  fo r  a n y o n e  m a k e s  y o u  rea l ize  h o w  
m u c h  t h e  p la c e  y o u  w e r e  b e f o r e  a f f e c t e d  w h o  y o u  a re ,  a n d  m a k e s  
y o u  r e c o g n i z e  c e r t a i n  t h i n g s  s p e c i f ic  to  t h a t  p la ce .
W h e n  y o u  a p p l y  fo r  a p a s s p o r t  r e n e w a l ,  y o u  c a n  c h e c k  a 
b o x  i f  y o u 'd  l ike  to  k e e p  t h e  e x p i r e d  c o p y  as a m e m e n t o .  T h e r e  a re 
t w o  t y p e s  o f  p e o p l e  in A m e r i c a :  t h o s e  w h o  c h e c k  t h e  b o x  a n d  t h o s e  
w h o  d o n ’t.
M y  c o w o r k e r s  f r o m  C h i n a  e x p l a i n  t h a t  t h e  p r o c e s s  of  o b ­
t a i n i n g  a p a s s p o r t  t h e r e  is n o t  s t r a i g h t f o r w a r d .  P e o p l e  a re d e n i e d  
fo r  all ty p e s  o f  r e a s o n s .  F r i e n d s  a n d  f a m i l y  a re  i n t e r v i e w e d  as if 
it 's se c r e t  s e c u r i t y  c l e a r a n c e .  O n e  w o m a n  was  a s k e d  to  r e p a y  ov e r  
$ 1 0 0 , 0 0 0  in s c h o l a r s h i p s  s h e d  r e c e iv e d  fo r  h e r  C h i n e s e  e d u c a t i o n ,  
b e c a u s e  t h e  p a s s p o r t  m e a n t  t h a t  s h e  w as  m o v i n g  a w a y  to  w o r k  a n d  
t h e  c o u n t r y  w as  l o s i n g  its i n v e s t m e n t  in her .
A p a s s p o r t  is a k e e p s a k e  f r o m  h o m e ,  so t h a t  y o u  d o n  t f o r ­
ge t  a b o u t  it w h e n  y o u  t rave l .
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W h i l e  l i v i ng  in t h e  U. S . ,  I f i l l ed o u t  t h e  c e n s u s ,  a n d  n o ­
t i ced  t h a t  m y  r o o m m a t e  c h e c k e d  t h e  “O t h e r  box  for  e t h n i c i t y ,  
w r i t i n g  in ‘I r a n i a n - A m e r i c a n .  1 was  t e m p t e d  to  w r i t e  in “C a n a d i -  
a n - A m e r i c a n ,  b u t  t h e  t e m p t a t i o n  was  n o r  s t r o n g  e n o u g h  to a c t u ­
al ly d o  it. 1 his l ack o f  pul l  is p r o b a b l y  w h a t  c h a r a c t e r i z e s  m e  m o s t  
as a C a n a d i a n - A m e r i c a n .
1 he  U n i t e d  S t a t e s  is o n e  of  t h e  few c o u n t r i e s  t h a t  a l l o w  t h e  
r e n u n c i a t i o n  of  c i t i z e n s h i p  even  to  p e o p l e  w h o  h o l d  n o  o t h e r  p a s s ­
p o r t .  An  i n - p e r s o n  i n t e r v i e w  is r e q u i r e d ,  w h e r e  a g e n t s  a re  t o l d  to 
adv i s e  s u c h  p r o s p e c t i v e  r e n o u n c e r s  t h a t  t h e y  m a y  f i n d  it e x t r e m e l y  
d i f f i c u l t  to t ravel  in t h e  f u t u r e ,  a m o n g  o t h e r  c h a l l e n g e s  t h a t  c o m e  
w i t h  s t a t e l e s s nes s .  1 he r e  has  b e e n  a r ise in r e c e n t  yea r s  of  p e o p l e  
g i v i n g  u p  t h e i r  c i t i z e n s h i p :  p r i ma r i l y ,  h o we v e r ,  a m o n g  t h e  w e a l t h y  
w h o  d o  n o t  w a n t  to p ay  d o u b l e  t h e  tax.
As a ch i l d ,  I h a d  a b a b y s i t t e r  f r o m  A u s t r a l i a  w h o  gave  u p  
h e r  p a s s p o r t  for  a C a n a d i a n  o n e ,  as A u s t r a l i a  d i d  n o t  a c c e p t  d u a l  
c i t i zens .  “ M y  p a r e n t s  ca n  n e v e r  f i n d  o u t , ” s h e  h a d  sa id .  I fel t  an  
i n c r e d i b l e  s ens e  o f  des pa i r ,  b o t h  for  t h e  loss o f  he r  p a s s p o r t  a n d  
for  t h e  secrecy.  Sh e  d i d  n o t  a p p e a r  t o  s h a r e  m y  fee l i ngs .  “ N e v e r  let  
y o u r  p a s s p o r t  exp i r e , "  m y  f a t h e r  has  t o l d  m e  c o u n t l e s s  t i me s .
An  a s t r o n a u t  goes  t h r o u g h  c u s t o m s :
B o r d e r  C o n t r o l :  W h a t  was  t h e  p u r p o s e  o f  y o u r  t r i p?
A s t r o n a u t :  To  p i o n e e r  t h e  f u t u r e  o f  e x p l o r a t i o n ,  e x p a n d  
f r o n t i e r s ,  t h i n g s  l ike t ha t .
B C:  Ar e  y o u  b r i n g i n g  b a c k  a n y  food?
A: I w o u l d n ' t  cal l  it  f o o d .
BC:  D i d  y o u  m a k e  a n y  p u r c h a s e s  w h i l e  a b r o a d ?
A: 1 p i c k e d  u p  s o m e  m o o n  rocks ,  b u t  I d i d n ’t p a y  for  t h e m .
BC:  D i d  y o u  c o m e  i n t o  c o n t a c t  w i t h  l i v e s t o c k  o r  o t h e r  
e x o t i c  p l a n t s  o r  a n i ma l s ?
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A: I d o n ’t t h i n k  so,  b u t  t h a t ’s t h e  b i g  q u e s t i o n ,  isn' t  it?
B C :  H o w  l o n g  w e r e  y o u  away?
A: J u s t  t w o  w e e k s ,  b u t  I sa w  t h e  s u n  se t  o v e r  2 0 0  t i m e s .
At  t h e  b o r d e r :  f i r st ,  a r e a d i n g  o f  t h e  p a s s p o r t ;  s e c o n d ,  a 
( c o n v e r s a t i o n  a b o u t  t h e  s to ry .  M y  f a t h e r ’s a d v i c e  fo r  b o r d e r  c r o s s ­
ing:  “G i v e  t h e m  as l i t t l e  i n f o r m a t i o n  as p o s s i b l e .  H e  has  g iv e n  m e  
i t e r a t i o n s  of  t h i s  s a m e  a d v i c e  m a n y  t i m e s  o v e r  t h e  years .  I a s k e d  
h i m  w h e t h e r  I s h o u l d  cal l  t h e  IRS  to  ask  a q u e s t i o n  a b o u t  m y  
taxes .  “ I d o n ’t k n o w , ” he  s a id ,  “ b u t  w h a t  I a lw ays  tell  n e w  m u s i ­
c i a n s  in t h e  s y m p h o n y  is: d o n ’t s p e a k  to  t h e  c o n d u c t o r  u n l e s s  he  
sp e a k s  to  y o u  f ir st .
A t  t h r e e  w e e k s  o l d ,  m y  p a r e n t s  t r a v e l e d  w i t h  m e  to  t h e  U .S .  
I w as  t o o  n e w  for  a p a s s p o r t  a n d  h a d  n o  o t h e r  p a p e r w o r k ;  I b a r e ly  
h a d  a p e r s o n a l i t y .  C u s t o m s  r e f u s e d  to  let  m e  e n t e r — m y  p a r e n t s  
n e e d e d  to  p r o v e  I w as  t h e i r  c h i l d .  M y  m o t h e r  h e l d  m y  face  u p  
b e s i d e  m y  f a t h e r ’s. “ W h o s e  b a b y  d o  y o u  t h i n k  t h i s  is? s h e  a r g u e d  
w i t h  t h e  of f i ce r .  “ T h e y  lo o k  i d e n t i c a l — th e re ' s  n o  q u e s t i o n  th i s  
is o u r  b a b y . ” 1 he  o f f i c e r  i n s t r u c t e d  m y  m o t h e r  to  go  to  a n o t a r y  
p u b l i c  u p s t a i r s  at  t h e  a i r p o r t  to  o b t a i n  d o c u m e n t a t i o n .  T h e  n o t a r y  
p u b l i c  d i d  n o t  r e q u i r e  a n y  i d e n t i f i c a t i o n — he  t o o k  m y  m o t h e r ’s 
w o r d  t h a t  I was  h e r  c h i l d .
I he  p r o t a g o n i s t  ( c o - a u t h o r ? )  o f  t h e  U . S .  p a s s p o r t  b o o k  can  
be  o n e  of  t w o  g e n d e r s .  H e  o r  she  is d e s c r i b e d  as an  o b j e c t :  h e i g h t ,  
c o lo r ,  p la c e  of  o r i g i n .  W h a t  is n o t  e x p l i c i t  in t h e  p a s s p o r t  b o o k  is 
t h a t  t h e  p r o t a g o n i s t  is a l ive .  A c a d a v e r  ( in w h o l e  o r  p a r t )  c a n n o t  
c r o ss  t h e  b o r d e r  w i t h  a p a s s p o r t  b o o k ;  it n e e d s  a d e a t h  c e r t i f i c a t e .  
E x c e p t i o n s :  t e e t h ,  ha i r ,  f i n g e r n a i l s ,  t o e n a i l s ,  b o n e s ,  b o n e  f r a g ­
m e n t s ,  a n d  c r e m a t e d  r e m a i n s  all m a y  be  c a r r i e d  a c ro s s  t h e  b o r d e r  
w i t h  s o m e o n e  e l s e ’s p a s s p o r t  as l u g g a g e .  A c a s k e t ,  w i t h  f lo w ers ,
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m ay  e n t e r  the  c o u n t r y  d u t y - f r e e  if a c c o m p a n i e d  by a co rpse .
I have b e c o m e  fa s c i n a t e d  by th e  p l a n n e d  g h o s t  t o w n  in 
N e w  M ex ico  ca l led  1 he (Center for  I n n o v a t i o n ,  I e s t i n g  a n d  E v a l u ­
a t i o n — or, s imply ,  I he C e n t e r .  It w o u l d  have  all t h e  f ea tu res  of a 
re g u la r  t o w n ,  excep t  for o n e — th e  p eo p le .  C o r p o r a t i o n s  c o u l d  re n t  
t i m e  a n d  space  to r u n  tes ts on  re sea rch p ro j e c t s  t h a t  t h e y  c o u l d  n o t  
tes t  on  re a l - l i v e - to w n s .  T h e  idea  was  a p p a r e n t l y  i n s p i r e d  by W a l t  
D i s n e y  W o r ld ,  in t h a t  th e  ex t e r i o r  spaces  w o u l d  a p p e a r  real ,  a n d  
all o f  th e  l a b o r a t o r i e s  a n d  m a i n t e n a n c e  w o u l d  be  h i d d e n  b e h i n d  
the  scenes  o r  u n d e r g r o u n d ,  f o r  a year,  I m a k e  n o te s ,  s t r u g g l i n g  to 
d e v e lo p  a s t o ry  a r o u n d  1 he  C e n t e r .  I recall  a c h a l l e n g e  f ro m  an old  
t eache r :  w r i t e  a s t o r y  w i t h  no p e o p l e  in it, a n d  no p e r s o n i f i c a t i o n  
a l low ed .  H e  a l re ady  k n e w  w h a t  w o u l d  h a p p e n :  w e ’d e n d  u p  w r i t i n g  
a b o u t  fire,  or  a s t o r m ;  it w o u l d  be p r e t t y  b o r i n g ;  no  l o n g e r  t h a n  a 
page.  Even tua l l y ,  I read t h a t  t h e  p l a n  for  th e  C e n t e r  has  b e e n  c a n ­
cel led .  P e rh ap s  it is as d i f f i c u l t  to  c r e a t e  a t o w n  w i t h o u t  p e o p l e  as a 
s t o r y  w i t h o u t  t h e m .
As a c h i ld ,  I s u s t a i n e d  an  o b s e s s io n  w i t h  B i o s p h e re  2, an 
ar t i f ic ia l ,  c lo s e d - in  ec o s y s te m  in A r i z o n a .  B i o s p h e r e  1 is P l a n e t  
E a r th .  T h i s  p r o j e c t  d id  i n c l u d e  h u m a n s ,  w h o  l ived in th e  sys tem  
for years  at  a t im e .  I h a d  a p i c t u r e  b o o k  a b o u t  its m i s s io n s ,  b u t  
m o s t  o f  w h a t  I r e m e m b e r  f r o m  it is th e  r e c u r r i n g  d r e a m s  I h a d  
w h e r e  I ed g e d  u p  to the  sea led  glass l im i t s ,  b r e a t h i n g  in h u m i d  
gr een  a n d  p e e r i n g  o u t  o f  t h e  fo gged  glass.  1 he re  was s o m e  so r t  of 
c o m f o r t  in i m a g i n i n g  mysel f  so c l ea r ly  a n d  sp ec i f ic a l ly  c o n t a i n e d .
Sea la n d  is an  a b a n d o n e d  fo r t r es s  in t h e  sea off  t h e  coa s t  
o f  E n g l a n d  t h a t  has  be en  n a m e d  its o w n  n a t i o n  by th e  f a m i ly  of 
re s id e n t s  t h a t  c l a i m e d  it in 19 67 .  It has  i ssued  its o w n  p as s p o r t s ,  
c u r r e n c y  a n d  flag, b u t  in 1 9 9 7 ,  all p a s s p o r t s  we re  r e v o k e d  d u e  to a 
p a n d e m i c  o f  false S e a l a n d  p a s s p o r t s  t u r n i n g  u p  w o r l d w i d e .
The V a t i c a n  issues  p a s s p o r t s ;  t h e  P o p e ’s p a s s p o r t  n u m b e r  is
Hartenberger
always  1.
Foreign Policy o u t l in e s  fo ur  s im p le  s teps  for s t a r t i n g  y o u r  
o w n  co u n t ry .  Step  one:  ‘You m u s t  have a d e f in e d  t er r i to ry .  You 
m u s t  have a p e r m a n e n t  p o p u l a t i o n .  You m u s t  have a g o v e r n m e n t .  
Your g o v e r n m e n t  m u s t  he cap ab le  o f  i n t e r a c t i n g  wi th  o t h e r  s tates .
W h a t  s t a te  o f  m i n d  w o u l d  I need to he in to s ta r t  my  own 
c o u n t r y ?  Perhaps  it w o u l d  be s im i l a r  to the  o n e  n ee d ed  for a face 
t a t t o o ;  d i r ec t io n le s s  ange r ;  th i rs t  for  i n d iv id u a l i t y ;  p e n t - u p  f r u s t r a ­
t ion  wi th  no vent .
T h e  final  s tep ,  a c c o rd i n g  to the  magaz ine ,  is to send a l e t ­
ter r e q u e s t in g  r e c o g n i t io n  to the  fo l low ing  address :
Ban Ki-M oon  
Secretary General 
I'he U nited  Nations  
First Ave at 46 th  Street 
N ew  York, N Y  1 0 0 1 7  
U nited  States of Am erica
S h o r t l y  af ter  1 m oved  hack to C a n a d a  af ter  seven years 
in the  U .S . ,  my f r iend  Sam vis i ted .  We b ro w sed  t h r o u g h  a list o f  
s cr eeni ng s  at the  Toron to  I n t e r n a t i o n a l  Film Festival.  I w a n te d  to 
see o n e  ca lled How to S tart Your O wn Country. Sam l aughed  an d  
said no.  “W h y  n o t ? ” I asked.  “ Terrible t i t l e , ” he said.  “T h a t ’s a t i t le  
for  an i n s t ru c t i o n a l  m a n u a l .  1 d o n ’t w a n t  a m an u a l .  I w a n t  a s to ry .”
This is a s to ry  a b o u t  the  passpor t .
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C O N N I E  MA E  O L I V E R
D E A R  U N C L E  LARRY (XV)
T h e  n e i g h b o r s  cat  has be en  lost  s ince  2 0 0 9 ,  
h e ’s still  o r a n g e ,  pa r t i san .
But  th e  c o n s e q u e n c e s  o f  o u r  forebears
arc m is s i ng  f ro m  o u r  p a t r i c i a n  c o n t e m p o r a n e i t y .  1 go to  th e  m u s e u m &  
again I s ta re ,  no  cho ic e  b u t  to l ig h t  w i t h  my  eyes.
In th re e  years,  late b i rds  a n d  su pp l ie s ,  seven t h o u s a n d  
give m o r e  n u m b e r s ,  I ’m e x h a u s t e d ,  I roll on  the  f loor  
o f  th e  m u s e u m ,  I say t h a t  it looks  l ike y o u ’re s ay i ng  “ Yes” 
f r o m  up s id e  d o w n ,  t hus  a c q u i r i n g  “ Yes’ f ro m  all cos ts .
I ’ve p a i n t e d  n o t h i n g .  T h e r e  it is, i t ’s yel low,  I g e s tu r e  l imply ,  th e re  it is. 
T h e  images  dr a g g e d  f rom  s t re e t  to s t ree t  c o rne r ,  yo u  kno w,
1 stood in front o f  Maria Muller's bui lding door,  her name still on the ringer 
a n d  t h o u g h t  o f  Larry. So h a n d s o m e .  I ’d w a n t e d  to call.
Lar ry  was like th e  Soviet  U n i o n  a n d  its e n t i r e  society,  
he was l ike the  w o m e n  w h o  m a d e  love to y o u n g e r  m e n  in the  
b e d r o o m  a d j a c e n t  m in e ,  bison I ca l led t h e m ,  
because  the y  were  e n o r m o u s  to  me,
a n d  w h o ,  t h r o u g h  shee r  in t r ig ue s ,  f lu ng  me  a n d  
B O O M !  I sw ep t  the  c h e c k e r e d  k i t c h e n  floor.  B O O M !
M y s t u d e n t  p r o d u c e d  a g u n ,
Hast du angst? A n d  I ’d said “ne in  I real ly h a d — I t h o u g h t  
they 've  been  f ine,  these  t w e n t y  seven years,  if thi s  is th e  e n d ,  
s h e d  ta ke n  me for a R h in e s id e  p icn ic .
An a i r p l a n e  fell s leeplessly in to  p ip e t t e s ,  b u t  we 
shall  u n d o  th e i r  do cks ,  we shall  r ew r i te  t h e i r  p icn ics .
H o w  it h u r t s  n o w —  h u r t  b e i n g  th e  re q u is i t e  for
d i sc o u r se  w i t h  o n e ’s o w n  n o n s e n s e —
h ow  it h u r t s  n o w  th a t  I c a n ’t lay o n  th a t  grass w i t h  her!
1 14
Hast du angst? she  had  asked,  t u r n i n g  the  bar rel  wi th  her  
m a n i c u r e d  ha nd .
Today!  L e t ’s t h in k ,
beat  l i t t le  d r u m s  s lu ng  to y o u r  wais ts ,  the  c l i m a te  is p r o f o u n d  
it is an a w a r d - w i n n i n g  c l im ate ,  a nameless  mass o f  c l imate .
D e a t h  c a m e  so easily, once .  N o w  we re o n l i n e ,  and  thus
not  a l lowed to die.  T h e  m ac ro  p h o t o s  o f  n i^oise,  the  u p d a te s
ab ou t  o u r  nasal passages— more  so than  them in par t icu la r— c o u n t  on us.
H o w  in deed  c ou ld  we ever?
D o n ’t forge t ,  we re m a d e  o f  lake, w e ’re s u d d e n l y  ha cked
a nd  p a i n t i n g  sel f  po r t r a i t s  in ba th  tubs .  Larry said h e ’ll wr i te  an emai l
to his en t i r e  family,  w a r n i n g  th e m .
1 t h o u g h t  privately,  f lowing  away, his c razed eyes the  co lor  
o f  a f rozen  lake. I w o u l d n ’t have  da red ,  ins tead  
I w en t  to the  m u s e u m  a nd  pra c t ic ed  my speech ,
tes ted  the  f loor  aga in ,  aga in it was wh i te .  Please s ta nd  up,
frau. It s o u n d e d  like an i n s u l t— you little  frau . W o m e n  in 
G e r m a n y  grow u p  to be m e n ,  g ro w up  to be m ad ,  in the i r  
p i ra te  ships they  d r i n k  Apero l  Spr i tz  an d  go u n re c o g n iz a b ly  
h o m e  w i t h o u t  cap t a ins .
I hey do  this  forever,  w hi ch  is w h a t  the  pre sen t  is.
For w h a t  do  you  l a m e n t  the  absenc e  o f  fi lm pho tos ?  O r  
th a t  m us ic  co m es  n ow  f rom screens? W h a t  
is so w r o n g  w i th  tha t?  I he n e i g h b o r ’s cat  is c r y in g  in earnes t
the  p e r s i m m o n  tree is bare.  It used to be heavy wi t h  ho t  m o o n s
n ow  i t ’s just  b r a n c h e s  o v e r lo o k in g  a scene . A m a m m a l  w ho  
suffers in scenes,  and  lives on! W e  c o u n t  cats  on  the  abacus
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we w a tc h  the  news ,  a n d  he d r o w n s  h imsel f  n ow  in a b a t h t u b  
in a p a in t in g !  Like,  softly.
L.arry, in my  d re a m s,  seizes my  a r m  a nd  does  s o m e t h i n g  in c red i b le .
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THOMAS PATTERSON 
THIS IS WHAT IT WILL BE LIKE
i f  yo u  leave th is  house because i t  speaks to  y ou  n i g h t  a f te r  n i g h t  
ask in g  f o r  s o m e t h i n g  back
and  i f  there  is n o t h i n g  to  g ive  back  
because she d ie d
and  i f  l one l iness  is a tree 
d u g  i n t o  by  an ax
o r  i f  a f r i e n d  says y o u  s h o u ld  g ive  her  
t h i n g s  away  n o w  and  never  l o o k  back
i f  y o u  ever  h ope  to  s ta r t  l i v i n g  aga in  
or  i f  the  sc ience k n o w n  to  y o u r  c h i l d r e n
makes t h e m  be l i eve  th ey  d i d  n o t
expect  to  f i n d  a n y t h i n g  le f t  o f  her  here at al l
because
it is w h a t  i t  is
b u t  y ou  sa id ,  science is n o t  a r t
a l t h o u g h  a n y o n e  l o o k i n g  f r o m  the  darkness
m i g h t  suspect  th a t  you ' ve
f i l l e d  the  n i g h t  u p  w i t h  an aesthet ic  o f  o ld  ghosts
o r  i f  vo u  i n v i t e  s o m e on e  else over  to  p ra c t i ce  
an i m p e r a t i v e  r i t u a l
a nd  i f  there  is a t h r i l l i n g  s h a l l o w  be tw een  tha t  w o m a n s  
s h o u ld e rs  t o n i g h t  a tapered  glass ine  vale
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it will con ta in  this message from you
yo u ’ and when  your  lips 
an hou r  o f  despera t ion
you will pr etend  
not  to believe them.
“you have mis judged  me because
by tom or row  I will have forgot ten  
press down against those words in
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T I M  F I T T S
H Y PO TH ER M IA
T h e  hog a n d  jog. T h e  bolt a n d  jo lt.  T h e r e ’s n o t h i n g  like it. You can 
t ry  all you w a n t ,  b u t  the re  is n o t h i n g  th a t  t i g h te n s  the  nerves  in 
y o u r  a b d o m e n  like s k i p p i n g  o u t  on the  bill an d  w a t c h i n g  the  bus-  
boys  an d  d i s h d o g s  fill y o u r  p e r ip h e ra l  v ision as you b u r s t  t h r o u g h  
th e  d o u b l e  glass doors .
T h i s  is o u r  g o o d b y e  d i n n e r  for Alex.  H e  or de rs  a d o u b l e  
c h e e s e b u r g e r  bec ause  h e ’s b ee f i ng  up  for basic t r a in in g .  H e ’s a b o u t  
to leave for the  first  G u l f  War.  W h e n  Alex got  w o r d  th a t  S a d d a m  
was the  new Hi t le r ,  he'd r i d d en  his b ike  d o w n  to the  r e c ru i t e r  a d ­
jacen t  to the  Skyl ine  C h i l i  be fo re  you co u ld  say h y d ro g e n  cya n ide .  
Jessica,  Alex’s g i r l f r i end ,  o rd e rs  a Caesar ' s  salad bec ause  she's on  a 
p e r p e tu a l  d ie t .  Vanessa,  my da te ,  o rd e rs  bu ff a lo  wings ,  two eggs,  
a waffle,  f ru i t  y o g u r t  a n d  a h a m b u r g e r  w i th  fries,  bec ause  s h e ’s 
b u l im ic .  She gets the  h a m b u r g e r  ins tead  o f  a c h e es eb u rg e r  because  
s h e ’s Jewish,  a n d  she c a n ’t mix cow m ea t  w i th  cow mi lk .  1 n o te  the  
y o g u r t  on  he r  orde r ,  an d  she says th a t  s h e s  no t  t h a t  Jewish.  Jus t  
Jewish .  I o rd e r  p an c ak es  an d  a d o u b l e  o r d e r  of bac o n  bec ause  1 
enjoy  ea t i n g  br eak fa s t  fo od  for d in n e r .
W h e n  Alex jo in ed  the  service,  we a s s u m ed  it was h i - j inx ,  a 
lark,  b u t  t h e n  he had his phys ica l ,  a n d  th en  he s igned his papers .  If  
he fails to sh o w  u p  in the  m o r n i n g ,  he will be c o n s id e r e d  A W O L .
1 k n o w  par t  o f  Jessica's p lan  is t h a t  we' l l  get  b u s t e d ,  a n d  he w o n  t 
have to go to the  Army,  a n d  s ince  I m a l i t t le b i t  in love wi th  Jes­
sica,  my  plan  is t h a t  he be t he re  at e i gh t  o c lock on the  b u t t o n .
T h e  wai t re ss  asks i f we w a n t  a n y t h i n g  to d r i n k .  D o  they  serve beerr  
T h e y  d o  not .  Alex a n d  I get  a po t  o f  coffee ,  Vanessa gets a C o k e ,  
an d  Jessica o rd e rs  a lab .  O u r  wait ress  is a tall ,  o s t r i ch - l e g g e d  r e d ­
head.  You can tell t h a t  Big Red ex p e r i en ce d  a b o u t  a n a n o - s e c o n d  
flash o f  b e a u ty  in her  tw en t i e s ,  a flash t h a t  she  s q u a n d e r e d  swi l l ing  
plas t ic  b o t t l e  v odka  in a C l e a r w a t e r  Beach s ingles bar,  no w  cur sed  
to  serve sm ar t - a s sed  teenager s  at  t h re e  a .m.  for the  next  th i r t y
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years.  But  the  w o m a n  m u s t  have s o m e  k i n d  of Jedi  v o o d o o ,  because  
she k n o w s  we re g o in g  to skip  o u t  on  the  bil l .  I t ’s my faul t ,  I know.  
At th is  p o i n t ,  I s tare  at  he r  eyeball  to eyebal l ,  t r y i n g  to c o n v e y  
t e l e p a th i c  messages t h a t  all is cool ,  all is kosher .  1 t ry  to c o n v e y  the  
message th a t  t he re  are a w h o le  s lew of unive rses  g o i n g  on  s i m u l ­
t aneously .  I ’ve been on a ser ious  m u l t i - v e r s e  o b se s s io n ,  a n d  1 have 
been  t r y in g  to tell he r  t h a t  t h e re  is o n e  un iv e r se  w h e r e  we pay, o n e  
w h e re  we re the  wa i ter s ,  a n d  o n e  w h e re  we bo l t .  T h i s  h a p p e n s  to 
be the  o n e  w h e re  we bo l t .  Therefore ,  all is cool .  All is d andy .  All is 
kosher .  We  are g o i n g  to ea t,  c o n t i n u e  e a t in g ,  f in d  o u r  s ea m ,  cr ui se  
t h r o u g h  the  d o u b l e  glass d o o r s  a n d  d i s a p p e a r  i n to  the  d a r k n es s .  So 
no need  to fret,  I tell he r  w i th  m y  eyes.  1 t ry  to as su re  the  wa i t res s  
t h a t  in a very nea r  d i m e n s i o n ,  we are d o u b l i n g  the  tip.
How ever ,  all is n o t  kosher .  W h e n  we s t a r t e d  the  e v e n in g  at 
A lexs  for a c o u p l e  cans  of beer,  we were  h i t t i n g  his f l u o r e s c e n t  b lue  
P V C  ice b o n g ,  c h u g g i n g  d o w n  s o m e  k i n d  o f  w ick e d ,  t h r o a t  s c a ld ­
ing s k u n k  weed.  W e were  also w a t c h i n g  C N N  a n d  th e  l i t t le  K u ­
wai t i  p r ince ss  b lea t  a b o u t  th e  I raqi  so ldi er s  a n d  th e  i n c u b a t o r  b a ­
bies.  1 he fo u r  of us w a tc h e d  in a m a z e m e n t  as the  girl  d e s c r ib e d  the  
a t ro c i t i e s  of S a d d a m s  army.  1 h en ,  Jessica cu t  t h e  c a n n a b i s  haze  l ike 
a l a se r -g u id ed  t o m a h a w k  missi le  w h e n  she  said  t h a t  th e  w h o le  t h i n g  
was a load of crap .  She d ec la red  t h a t  th e  girl  was a tas ty  l i t t le  c u n t ,  
a n d  yo u  c o u l d n ’t w r i t e  a b e t t e r  load o f  d o g  sh i t  in H o l l y w o o d .  I 
said,  Well ,  b u t  all of m y  in s t in c t s  to ld  m e  to agree  w i th  Jessica.
I co u ld  tell her  c o m m e n t s  r u b b e d  Alex the  w r o n g  way. She was his 
g i r l f r i e n d ,  a n d  he was less t h a n  t w e n t y - f o u r  h o u r s  f r o m  j o i n i n g  
the  f ight .  Af te r  we p o u r e d  th e  b o n g w a t e r  i n to  fo u r  even ly  d iv i d e d  
cu p s  a n d  s h o t  it d o w n ,  Alex said,  p o i n t i n g  to t h e  te l ev i s ion ,  “T h a t ’s 
why  I s igned  up.  S o m e  jerk-o ff  d i c t a t o r  o u t  t h e re  o rd e r s  his m e n  to 
b u r n  e v e r y th in g ,  rape  all the  w o m e n ,  s l a u g h t e r  the  bab ies ,  a n d  th e n  
his m e n  go o u t  a n d  fol low his o rd e rs .  You k n o w  w h a t  t h a t  tells
We w a i t e d  for an answer ,  even t h o u g h  we k n e w  th e  answer .
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T h e  news on T V  had  to ld  us al ready,  so we k n e w  w h a t  was co m i n g .  
“ It tells me th a t  t h e y ’re not  h u m a n .  1 h e y ’re i n h u m a n .
Th i s  is my seco n d  da t e  w i th  Vanessa,  a n d  n o t h i n g  like a ho g  an d  
jog to ward  off  the  s o p h o m o r e  j inx.  She a n d  I w o rk  t o g e t h e r  at 
the  Salad S ta t io n  five mi les up  U.S.  19 — o n e  of t h o se  a l l -y o u -c an -  
eat  places t h a t  h y p n o t i z e  n e o - h i p p i e  hea l t h  freaks.  I can tell t h a t  
jessica n e i t h e r  likes n o r  ap p roves  of Vanessa,  w h ich  I cha lk  up to 
na tu ra l  fema le  s e e d - c o m p e t i t i o n .  Jessica d id  n o t  ap p r o v e  of V a n ­
essa f r o m  the  b e g i n n i n g ,  t h o u g h  Vanessa  bare ly  passed my tes t as 
well.  But  her  r e p u t a t i o n  sugges ted  th a t  my  cha n ces  were  g o od ,  a n d  
s i t t i n g  on my s h o u ld e r s  spoke  b o t h  an angel  an d  p u b l i c  hea l t h  o f ­
ficial,  each o f  t h e m  p l e a d in g  th e i r  cases.
O n  the  dr ive  o u t  to D e n n y s ,  the  c o n v e r s a t i o n  a b o u t  the  b l e a t i n g  
Ku wai t i  girl t o o k  a lull ,  b u t  af ter  Big Red serves o u r  meals,  Jes ­
sica c a n ’t he lp  h e r se l f  a n d  says, “ Babies  d o n ' t  jus t  shrivel  u p  an d  
die w h e n  you take  t h e m  o u t  o f  i n c u b a t o r s .  T h e y  w o u l d  ev en tu a l ly  
d ie  of s t a r v a t io n ,  o r  th e i r  b l o o d  sugar  levels w o u l d  d r o p ,  a n d  they 
w o u l d  go in to  shock .  T h e y  d o n ’t just  d ie  i f yo u  take  t h e m  o u t  of
i n c u b a t o r s . ’’
“T h e y  w o u ld  die  o f  h y p e r t h e r m i a , ’ Alex said.
1 co r rec t  Alex a n d  tell h i m  t h a t  i f  t he  babies  d ied  o f  h y p e r ­
th e r m i a ,  it w o u ld  m ean  th a t  o n c e  t ak en  o u t  of the  i n c u b a t o r s ,  they  
w o u l d  o v e rh ea t  to t h e  p o i n t  of b ak in g .  1 hei r  b lo o d  w o u ld  boil ,  a n d  
they  would»die .
“ H y p o t h e r m i a ,  Jessica says.
“ W h a t e v e r , ” Alex says. “T h e y  w o u l d  die.  T h e y  w o u ld  die  of 
h y p o t h e r m i a . ’
“ Ev en tua l l y , ” Jessica says, “b u t  t h e  girl said t h a t  the  Iraqi 
so ld iers  t o o k  t h e m  o u t  an d  w a tc h e d  t h e m  die  on the  cold  floor.
“T h e  cold  f loo r ,” Alex says.
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“ But  babies  don  t just  die tha t  easily, Jessica says. Babies 
are res i l ient .”
“She was ta lk ing a bou t  p reemies ,” Alex says. “ Preemies .”
“ Babies have even survived a b o r t i o n s , ” Jessica says.
I give Jessica a quick  look and  give her the kill s ign, s la sh­
ing my hand  across my th roa t ,  n o d d i n g  my head towards  Vanessa.
“ I’m just saying tha t  the babies  wou ld  no t  die tha t  last. It 
takes a while  for babies  to die. And  if these Iraqi soldiers are so 
savage, they wou ld have just  skewered the babies,  Jessica says.
“She’s r ig h t ,” I say.
“ I am r ight , Jessica says, as Big Red comes  a long  with ou r  
coffees and sodas. She asks us if we need a n y th in g  else, and  Alex 
orders  a side order  o f  fries and maybe  a Reuben ,  Vanessa gets a n ­
o the r  waffle and  fries, Jessica breaks down  and  gets a burger ,  and  I 
get one,  too. Then we ask for choco la te  shakes all a ro u n d .  Big Red 
gives us a n o th e r  evil eye, and  I reciproca te  wi th  my telepathy.
“ If  these Iraqi soldiers are in the process  ot  invad ing  a 
coun t ry ,” I say, “and  they are as vicious as this  Kuwait i  pr incess  
c laims, would  they really waste their  t ime  w a i t ing  for the slow p r o ­
cess o f  babies  s u c c u m b in g  to exposure,  wha t  wi th  all of the rap ing  
and pi l laging to do?” I tell the  table tha t  just  as a bys tander ,  if I 
was a savage Iraqi soldier,  I d make t ime  with tha t  Kuwait i  pr incess.
“She’s f i f teen ,” Alex says.
“You’re d i sgus t in g ,” Jessica says. “ I know  wha t  y o u ’re t ry ing 
to say,” she dips  one  of Alex’s fries in ke tchup ,  “bu t  y o u ’re still 
k ind o f  d i sgus t ing .”
“You people  are b l ind,  Alex says. “ I t ’s sad. I h a t ’s the p r o b ­
lem. It's sad .”
“ It just smells too weird,  Jessica says, c o n t i n u i n g  to eat 
Alex’s fries. T h e n  Vanessa takes one  of his fries, too,  d ip p in g  it in a 
m onkey  dish o f  mayo,  bites only the par t  o f  the fry coa ted  in sauce,  
then dips  again and  again.
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As the  seco n d  dat e ,  it is also the  s eco n d  occas ion  in over  two  years 
t h a t  1 have n o t  served as the  th i rd  wheel .  Usual ly,  Alex,  Jessica an d  
1 d o  e v e ry t h i n g  together .  We play m i n i a t u r e  gol f  tog ethe r .  We pack 
b ac k -p a c k s  full o f  M i l w a u k e e ’s Best a n d  r ide  o u r  b ikes  to D u n e d i n  
C a u s e w a y  an d  swim across  sha rk  infes ted  in le ts to Caled es i  Is land,  
o r  we go way o u t  on C l e a r w a t e r  Beach or  H o n e y m o o n  Island w he re  
t here  is nobody .  We s lug beers ,  t h en  Alex an d  Jessica crawl  o f f  b e ­
y o n d  the  d u n e s  an d  sawgrass  to h u m p ,  whi l e  I s m o k e  c ig are t te s  an d  
take  a swim o u t  to the  dar k  wa ter s  an d  t ry  to a t t r a c t  h a m m e r h e a d s .
I k n o w  w h y  Alex an d  Jessica keep me a r o u n d .  As Alex’s best  
f r iend ,  I ’m also t h e i r  c o u r t  jester.  M y  skills as p e r m a n e n t l y  l o n e ­
s o m e  are cr af t ed  to keep those  a r o u n d  me e n t e r t a i n e d .  I ’ve been 
able to bu y  bee r  s ince  I was seven te en  (also Jedi  v o o d o o ) ,  juggle 
fire,  fu n n e l  bee r  s t a n d i n g  on  my head ,  an d  lately, t h e re  is my o b ­
session wi th  paral lel  an d  m u l t i p l e  un iverses .  I ’m also the  o p p o s i t e  
o f  Alex. Alex's p a r en t s  pay his ren t ,  bu y  his car, give h im  m on ey ,  a 
s t ereo  sys tem -  e v e ry th in g .  A n d  he gets Jessica.  I 'm J o h n n y  Iwo-  
Do l l ars ,  even wi th  a job — all o f  m y cash g o in g  to repai r  my  66  
Falcon,  or  t u i t i o n  for the  fall s em es t e r  at the  j u n i o r  col lege,  or  gas, 
o r  a n y t h i n g .  I t ’s even o d d  for me to be o u t  w i th  a w o m a n .  W h e r e  
Alex a n d  Jessica t o u c h  a rm s  a n d  h a n d s  a n d  legs wi th  ease,  na tu ra l ly  
eat  f r om  each o th e r s '  p lates,  I can  feel each nega t ive  ion p u l s a t i n g  
b e tw e en  Vanessa an d  mysel f.  Jessica to ld  me I w o u l d  be f ine,  just  
h a n g  o u t  -  be cool  — d o n ’t be we ird .  Each t im e  I s t a r t  to talk a b o u t  
the  m u l t i -v e rs e ,  she holds  u p  her  h a n d  an d  backs  me d o w n .
“Jus t  n u k e ’e m , ” Vanessa says. “Jus t  d r o p  a b o m b  on tho se  
assholes  a n d  be d o n e  w i th  the  w h o le  fu c k in g  war  in a day.
“ We re no t  g o in g  to s tar t  a nuc l ea r  war , ” Alex says. “We 
may d r o p  a n e u t r o n  b o m b  if we abso lu t e ly  have to,  b u t  thos e  
b o m b s  are bare ly  b igger  th a n  s o m e  of the  m a jo r  c o n v e n t i o n a l  weap-
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ons  -  a n d  we w o u l d n ’t d r o p  t h e m  on  re s id e n t i a l  areas ,  l ike S a d d a m  
does .  I rust  me on  t h a t  one .  We re g o i n g  to d i s m a n t l e  th e  p lace  
p iece  by piece  a n d  shove th e i r  S C U D s  u p  e n o u g h  asses u n t i l  they  
get  the  hell o u t  of K uw ai t .  K u w a i t ’s f r e e d o m  is o u r  f r e e d o m .  T h a t ’s 
w h a t  I ’m f ig h t in g  for . ’’
1 hat  l i t t le  Kuw a i t i  pr ince ss  is a m u p p e t , ” Jess ica says. 
“A n y b o d y  can see t h a t . ’’
“ W e ’re all m u p p e t s ,  i f  you t h i n k  a b o u t  i t , ” 1 say, t h o u g h  I ’m 
n o t  sure  exact ly  w h a t  I m e an .
You re a t ra i tor ,  baby,  Alex says to Jessica .  “ I love you,  
honey,  b u t  they  s h o u l d  p u t  you  to d e a t h . ” Alex takes  a b i te  o f  his 
s a n d w i c h  t h a t  is c lear ly  o v e r e s t im a te d ,  a n d  it is q u i c k l y  a p p a r e n t  
th a t  he isn t f i n i shed  t a lk ing ,  b u t  he m ay  or  m ay  n o t  be able  to 
w o r k  the  food d o w n  his t h r o a t ,  a n d  for a m o m e n t ,  the  t h ree  o f  us 
w a tc h  in a n t i c i p a t i o n .  W h e n  he a c c o m p l i s h e s  th is  pe r i s t a l t i c  feat  
a n d  washes  it d o w n  w i th  a s lug of coffee ,  he  h a m m e r s  his ches t  
w i th  the  s ide of his fist  a n d  says to Jessica ,  “So yo u  re ca l l in g  t h a t  
l i t t le girl a liar. I ha t  l i t t le  Kuw a i t i  girl .
I raise my cu p  of coffee  a n d  say, “ Well .  H e r e ’s to Alex g iv ­
ing his life, so we can all be m u p p e t s .
A n d  here  s to f i g h t in g  for o u r  f r e e d o m ,  so yo u  puss ies  can 
ho g  an d  jog, ” Alex says.
A n d  here  s to m a k i n g  swee t  love to Jess ica for  th e  next  two 
years,  w h ich  very  nea r ly  t u r n s  o u t  to be t ru e .  In the  fall, w h e n  
col lege  s tar t s ,  Jessica a n d  I m ove  in t o g e t h e r  in a l i t t le  s h i t h o l e  o f f  
D oug las ,  in D u n e d i n ,  w h e re  we sha re  o n e  q u e e n  bed  b e tw e e n  us, 
no  co u c h ,  o n e  set  of d i shes  a n d  a s ing le  r a d io  for  e n t e r t a i n m e n t .
For  o n e  semes ter ,  we live l ike a t e am  a n d  h a r m o n i z e .  I t ’s her  job  to 
wash the  d i shes  a n d  m y  job to kill the  c o c k r o a c h e s  l iv ing b e h i n d  
th e  walls a n d  in s ide  the  d i sh w ash e r .  We b o t h  a t t e n d  j u n i o r  col lege .  
Slu  wai ts  tables ,  a n d  I ge t  a job  d o g g i n g  di shes  at  Je ss ie ’s D o c k s id e ,  
w o r k i n g  wi th  ex -co ns  a n d  assholes  a n d  hea vy  m e ta l  t a t t o o  f i ends
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-  a n d  t h o s e  ar e  t h e  c o o k s  a n d  r u n n e r s .  I ' m o n  t h e  b o t t o m  r u n g  
s w e a t i n g  it o u t  in t h e  d i s h p i t .  Jes s i ca  a n d  I b o t h  c o r r e s p o n d  wi t h  
Alex.  S h e  wr i t e s  h i m  h e r  l e t t e r s ,  a n d  I r e s e a r c h  hi s  w a r  for  h i m ,  
s e n d i n g  h i m  d o c u m e n t a t i o n  of  K u w a i t  s l a t e ra l  d r i l l i n g  i n t o  I r aq  oi l  
f i e lds ,  a l i t t l e  t h a n k  y o u  gi f t  f o r  p r o t e c t i n g  t h e m  a g a i n s t  t h e  w r a t h  
o f  I r an .  I tel l  h i m  t h a t  K u w a i t  is n i c e  e n o u g h  to  h i r e  I r aqi  gi r l s  as 
p r o s t i t u t e s ,  so t h e i r  s h e i k s  c a n  d o  t h e i r  o w n  d r i l l i n g .  I s e n d  h i m  
i n f o r m a t i o n  a b o u t  Ci reat  B r i t a i n  s w h i m s i c a l  p r o c e s s  of  d e m a r c a  
t i o n ,  t r a n s c r i p t s  o f  i n t e r v i e w s  f r o m  V i e t n a m  Vets ,  p r e p p i n g  h i m  tor  
t h e  s t a r  t r e a t m e n t  w h e n  h e  r e t u r n s  h o m e  w i t h  hi s  s h e l l s h o c k  a n d  
m y s t e r i o u s  i l l nesses .  H e  w r i t e s  m e  l e t t e r s  o f  c a m a r a d e r i e ,  t h e  s p i r i t  
o f  f r e e d o m  o n  t h e  f r o n t  l i nes ,  h o w  y o u  c a n  feel it in t h e  air ,  how'  
y o u  k n o w  f r e e d o m  is w o r t h  f i g h t i n g  f o r  b e c a u s e  y o u  c a n  t a s t e  it.
H e  w r i t e s  h o w  h e  h a p p i l y  p u l l s  h u n d r e d  a n d  s e v e n - h o u r  s h i f t s  in a 
t a n k ,  s w e a t i n g  o u t  t h e  h o u r s  w i t h  d i r t y  j okes  a n d  a m p h e t a m i n e s .
H e  w r i t e s  m e  a b o u t  w h a t  it was  l i ke  t o  be  p a r t  of  h i s t o r y ,  t o  be  
pa r t  o f  a b o o k ,  p a r t  o f  s o m e t h i n g  real  t h a t  e v e r y o n e  w ill r e m e m b e r  
for  c e n t u r i e s ,  a n d  w h e n  t h e  w a r  s t a r t s ,  he  w r i t e s  a b o u t  h o w  they 
h a d  c r u i s e d  a l o n g  t h e  t r e n c h e s  in b e h e m o t h  ve h i c l e s  j us t  p o u r i n g  
t h e  s a n d  b a c k  in t h e  t r e n c h e s ,  d o i n g  aw'ay w i t h  w h o l e  r e g i m e n t s  
of  S a d d a m s  f orces .  1 h e y  b u r y  t h e  s w e a t y  f u c k e r s  a l i ve w i t h o u t  
w a s t i n g  a n y  o f  t h e i r  p r e c i o u s  d e p l e t e d  u r a n i u m - t i p p e d  b u l l e t s .  H e  
wr i t e s  o f  t h e  fa t e  o f  t h e  r a g h e a d s  w h o  h a d  t r i ed  t o  flee,  o n l y  to 
t a s t e  t h e  f u r y  o f  M - 1 6 s ,  s p i n n i n g  a n d  r i p p i n g  t h r o u g h  t h e i r  f l esh.  
Alex wr i t e s  t h a t  t h e i r  a r t i l l e r y  d o e s  n o t  g u n  p e o p l e  d o w n ,  b u t  
l i t e r a l l y  r i ps  p e o p l e  in ha l t ,  a n d  w h e n  p e o p l e  are  r i p p e d  in hal f ,  it 
is n o t  c l e a n ,  l ike a b l a d e ,  o r  a h a l v e d  r u m p  r oas t ,  b u t  b o d i e s  b u r s t  
a n d  b u b b l e ,  a n d  it d o e s n ’t e v e n  l o o k  l i ke m e a t .  Alex w r i t e s  a b o u t  
t h e  a d r e n a l i n e ,  t h e  r u s h ,  t h e  v i c t o r y  a n d  a sme l l  so o d d  a n d  i n t e n s e  
t h a t  it w o r k s  i ts wa y  in l ike n o t h i n g  t h e  s a n d  c a n  d o .  I he  s me l l  
ge t s  in y o u r  nasa l  c a v i t y  a n d  s t ays  t h e r e ,  a n d  e v e n  w h e n  y o u  re b a c k  
at  c a m p ,  b e a t i n g  o f f  in a l u k e w a r m  s h o w e r  of  n o n - p o t a b l e  wa t e r ,
you still  c a n ’t get  the  smel l  o u t  of y o u r  head.
r h e  g o o d  n ew s , ” 1 tell the  t able  -  Jessica h o ld s  up  her  
h a n d ,  b u t  1 can o n ly  h o ld  o u t  so long.  I d r a in  m y  c h o c o l a t e  shake  
an d  say, "A cco r d in g  to m u l t i - v e r s e  theo ry ,  t h e re  is an a l t e r n a t e  u n i ­
verse w h e re  we d o n ' t  even go to war,  a n d  Alex is free f r o m  p ro v i n g  
his m a c h i s m o .  O f  cou r se ,  t he re  is also a un iv e r se  w h e r e  Alex s tays  
here  a n d  goes  to j u n i o r  col lege ,  a n d  1 get  t h e  h a r d - o n  for  k i l l i ng  ra- 
gheads .  Ser iou s ly ,” 1 say. “ Peop le  t h o u g h t  Isaac N e w t o n  was a lo on  
w h e n  he ran a r o u n d  t a lk in g  a b o u t  gravi ty .  In t im e ,  in th e  fu tu r e ,  
the  m u l t i -v e r s e  will  seem like c o m m o n  sense .
" W h y  do yo u  talk a b o u t  these  t h i n g s ? ” Jessica says. “ I love 
you to p ieces,  a n d  th e n  you  s t a r t  t a lk in g  a b o u t  r e ta rd e d  t h i n g s . ”
“ I his is l e g i t im a te  q u a n t u m  t h e o r y , ” I say.
“ I t ’s l e g i t im a te  d o rk  t h e o ry , ” Alex says.
Jessica says t h a t  y o u  c a n ’t have a un iv e r se  for  eve ry  dec i s io n  
y o u  make ,  t h a t  yo u  c a n ’t jus t have a b i l l i on  un iverses .  She speaks  
w i th  a m i lk s h a k e  m u s t a c h e  t h a t  m akes  he r  look  b o t h  o l d  a n d  y o u n g  
at th e  sam e  t ime .  It also gives he r  a look t h a t  m akes  m y  s t o m a c h  go 
co ld .  W h e n  Jessica was y o u n g ,  a r o b b e r  h ad  b r o k e n  i n to  h e r  h o u s e  
a n d  b a s h e d  her  in the  he ad  w i th  a fire e x t in g u i s h e r ,  s h a t t e r i n g  the  
t o p  of her  o rb i t a l  b o n e .  As a result ,  he r  left  eye d r o o p s  a l i t t le ,  a 
c o u p l e  m i l l im e te r s  shy of g r o t e s q u e ,  b u t  in s t e ad  gives her  face t h a t  
ex t ra  i m p r e s s io n i s t i c  flair  t h a t  m akes  me crazy a b o u t  her.  I ask  her  
w h y  y o u  c a n t  have a b i l l i on  un iverses .
“ Because  y o u  c a n ’t.
W hy not.'' Vanessa says. “ If he bel ieves it, i t ’s t r u e . ”
I h a t s  n o t  t r u e  e i the r ,  I tell Vanessa.  “ I h in g s  d o n  t b e ­
c o m e  t r u e  ju s t  bec au se  you  bel ieve t h e m . ”
“Yes, they  d o , ” she  says.
I his is why,  1 tell t h e m ,  d r a w i n g  a d i a g r a m  o f  a t i n y  d o t ,  
s u r r o u n d e d  by two m o re  d o t s ,  a n d  ex p la in  to t h e m  t h a t  th is  is an
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a t o m .  T h e  vast m a jo r i t y  is space ,  a n d  these  par t ic les  of m a t t e r  a c t u ­
ally b re a th e ,  th ey  ex p a n d  a n d  c o n t r a c t .  You d o n  t have  to s tack o n e  
un iver se  on to p  o f  the  o the r ,  h u t  you can layer t h e m .  You can live 
side by s ide  these  o t h e r  w or l ds ,  a n d  they  can even he c loser th an  
that .  T h e y  can he i n t e r t w i n e d .
“A g a in , ” Vanessa says, “ jus t n u k e ’e m . ”
Jessica tells Vanessa t h a t  w e ’ve c h a n g e d  subject s .
Vanessa says t h a t  w h e n  you  die,  you ' r e  w o r m  food.  “You 
p eop le  are d r i v i n g  me ba t sh i t .  W e need to get  the  hell o u t  of h e r e . ” 
She a n n o u n c e s  t h a t  she is g o in g  to the  b a t h r o o m ,  a n d  I ’m s u rp r i s e d  
th a t  it takes her  th is long.  Every m i n u t e  th a t  passes,  her  b o d y  is 
a b s o r b in g  m ole cu le  af ter  m o lecu le  o f  n u t r i t i o n ,  a n d  it m u s t  be k i l l ­
ing her. I w a n t  to tell Vanessa to wai t ,  bec ause  1 k n o w  w h a t  Jessica 
is g o in g  to say next ,  I can pul l  the  w o rd s  f rom  her  m o u t h  l ike a 
s leeve full  o f  scarves ,  a n d  I do.  Jessica says she is leaving.  She gets 
up an d  walks  o u t  the  door ,  an d  1 k n o w  t h a t  I ’m in o n e  of those  
m o m e n t s  w h e re  you can reel t im e  hack an d  fo r th  at will ,  w h e re  you 
can see the  m o t iv a t i o n s  an d  faul t l ines ,  ac t i o n s  an d  re act ions .  I can 
feel par ts  o f  me w a k in g  an d  s l u m b e r i n g  an d  I k n o w  th a t  I c a n t  go 
hack to the  Salad S ta t io n  af te r  d i t c h i n g  Vanessa,  even t h o u g h  she 
walks  o u t  two m i n u t e s  af ter  us to the  p a r k in g  lot ,  u n t o u c h e d  an d  
u n w a tc h e d .
For  Alex an d  me,  the  D o b e r m a n s  are let loose.  In the  
c o r n e r  o f  my vis ion,  I see Alex sq u a r e  up aga ins t  a b u s b o v  — the  
asshole  is c o m p l e t e l y  i g n o r a n t  of the  fact th a t  Alex is a l r eady f i g h t ­
ing for his c o u n t r y  -  he gets a r re s ted ,  a n d  I ncle Sam is a l r eady 
o n e  m an  d o w n .  1 he b u s b o y  has Alex hv the  col l ar  of his sh i r t  w i th  
his o u t s t r e t c h e d  a r m  -  n o t  a bad move  had he been g r i p p i n g  me,  
b u t  Alex pul ls  h im  close by a r c h i n g  bac k  th en  releases a f l ur ry  of 
fists, an d  t h a t ’s all I need to see be fo re  c u t t i n g  b e tw e en  th e  cars 
an d  b o l t i n g  across t h e  h ighway.  I use a rare skill of b e in g  able 
to  t i m e  s p e e d in g  vehic les w eav ing  in o p p o s i t e  d i r e c t io n s ,  a skill
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t h e  b u s b o y s  l ack,  a n d  t h e y  k n o w  it.  O n c e  a c r o s s  t h e  six l a ne s ,  1 
s t a n d  sa fe l y  w i t h  a r a i s e d  m i d d l e  f i nger .  T h a t ' s  w h e n  I see  Va n e s s a  
t h r o u g h  t h e  w i n d o w s  a c r os s  t h e  s t r e e t ,  sa f e l y  e r a s i n g  a n y  a d d i t i o n a l  
g u i l t  by  w a l k i n g  o u t  o f  t h e  d o u b l e  glass  d o o r s .
All  o f  t h i s  is easy  t o  see  a t  t h e  m o m e n t ,  i n  t h e  p r e s e n t ,  s i t ­
t i n g  t h e r e ,  st i l l  at  t h e  r e s t a u r a n t ,  p i c k i n g  o v e r  t h e  r e m a i n s  o f  o u r  
feas t ,  a n d  I k n o w  t h a t  1 11 f o r g o  t h e  n i g h t  s s l e e p  b e f o r e  s h i p p i n g  
Al ex of f  t o  t h e  war ,  a n d  t h a t  he  wi l l  be  w r i t i n g  m e  l e t t e r s  a b o u t  t h e  
d e s e r t ,  a n d  t h a t  h e ’ll w r i t e  t o  m e  t h a t  hi s  r e g i m e n t  h a d  r e t u r n e d  to  
t h e  s i t e  o f  t h e  w a r ’s b e g i n n i n g  t h e  f o l l o w i n g  d a y  t o  m a k e  c e r t a i n  
t h a t  e v e r y o n e  h a d  e i t h e r  b e e n  b u r i e d  o r  s l a u g h t e r e d ,  a n d  h e  h a d  
n o t  e x p e c t e d  to  see w h a t  he  h a d  s een .  1 c o u l d  p r a c t i c a l l y  r ead  t h e  
l e t t e r s  s i t t i n g  t h e r e  in D e n n y ’s, hi s  d e s c r i p t i o n  o f  a r m s  a n d  legs 
s t i c k i n g  o u t  of  t h e  s a n d  — t h e  s c e n e  h a d  l o o k e d  l i ke s o m e  k i n d  o f  
h o r r i f i c  s t u d e n t  a r t  e x h i b i t i o n  o u t  in t h e  m i d d l e  o f  t h e  d e s e r t  — 
s o m e  of  hi s  f e l l ow s o l d i e r s  e v e n  s t e a l i n g  b o o t s ,  a n d  p e r s o n a l  i t e ms ,  
b u l l e t s  a n d  w e a p o n s ,  a n d  in s o m e  cases  t e e t h ,  a n d  in e v e r y  case  
g o l d  t e e t h ,  b u t  1 d i d  n o t  e x p e c t  t o  r ead  hi s  c o n f e s s i o n s  o r  t h e  fac t  
t h a t  he  r e m e m b e r e d  o u r  c o n v e r s a t i o n  a b o u t  t h e  m u l t i - v e r s e ,  a n d  
t h a t  he  h a d  p r o o f  t h a t  I wa s  w r o n g .  H e  w r i t e s  t h a t  it i s n ’t a m a t t e r  
of  a s e p a r a t e  w o r l d  w h e r e  t h e  e n e m y  c o u l d  h a v e  b e e n  h i m ,  b u t  it 
was  l ike r e t u r n i n g  to  a s i t e  w h e r e  y o u  h a v e  p h y s i c a l l y  r e m o v e d  y o u r  
s o u l ,  t h e n  y o u  h o l d  y o u r  s o t d  b y  t h e  b a c k  o f  i ts i n v i s i b l e  ha i r ,  t h e n  
d r a g  a k n i f e  ac r os s  its n e c k  f r o m  ea r  t o  ear ,  t h e n  b u r y  it h e a d f i r s t  in 
t h e  h u n d r e d  f o r t y - f i v e  d e g r e e  s a n d .  H e  w r i t e s  t h a t  it wa s  t h e  f i r s t  
t i m e  he  h a d  eve r  fel t  l i g h t  a n d  h e a v y  a t  t h e  s a m e  t i m e .  I c a n  r ead  
hi s  l e t t e r s  f r o m  t h e  H i g h w a y  of  D e a t h  h e r e ,  t o o ,  s i t t i n g  in D e n n y ’s, 
p u s h i n g  o u r  l u c k  w i t h  a c o c o n u t  c r e m e  pi e ,  h o w  he  h a d  n o t  b e e n  
t h e r e  t h e  d a y  t h e  jet  p l a n e s  s t r a f e d  t h e  s t r i p  o f  l a n d  f r o m  K u w a i t  t o  
B a g h d a d ,  w h e n  t h e  h u n d r e d  t h o u s a n d  t e r r i f i e d  I r aq i  s o l d i e r s  r a c e d  
ac r os s  t h e  d e s e r t  u n t i l  t h e y  w e r e  r e d u c e d  t o  t e e t h  a n d  c a r b o n ,  b u t  
he  s h o w s  u p  t h e  n e x t  m o r n i n g ,  w i t h  t h e  t a s k  o f  w a l k i n g  t h r o u g h
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t h e  me s s  of  t w i s t e d  m e t a l  a n d  t a n k s ,  d i s m e m b e r e d  b o d i e s ,  f r oz e n  in 
h o r r o r ,  s h o o t i n g  a n y t h i n g  t h a t  m o v e d .
“ E v e r y b o d y  k n o w s  it,  he  wr i t e s .  “ E v e r y b o d y  h e r e  k n o w s  it,  
b u t  m o s t  p e o p l e  w o n ’t t a l k  a b o u t  it,  a n d  1 k n o w  w h a t  h e ’s t a l k i n g  
a b o u t .  H e  is r e f e r r i n g  t o  s o m e t h i n g  I w r o t e  t o  h i m  in t h e  b e g i n ­
n i n g ,  t h a t  w h e n  y o u  ki l l ,  y o u  ki l l .  You e n d  t h e  e n e r g y  o f  a s i ng l e  
l i fe for ce ,  a n d  w h e t h e r  y o u  l ike it o r  k n o w  it,  w h e t h e r  it is m u r d e r  
o r  n o t ,  j u s t i f i a b l e  o r  n o t ,  y o u r  o w n  l ife f o r ce  is a f f e c t e d ,  a n d  y o u r  
cel l s  eve n  k n o w  it,  a n d  y o u r  cel l s  wi l l  r e m e m b e r  t h a t  y o u  h a v e  
s n u f f e d  t h i s  fo r ce ,  a n d  t h e  k i l l i n g  wi l l  r e s o n a t e  for  t h e  rest  o f  y o u r  
li fe.  Even  S h a k e s p e a r e  k n e w  it,  w h i c h  is w h y  he  d i d  n o t  a l l o w his 
m u r d e r o u s  c h a r a c t e r s  t o  s l eep.
O n e  n i g h t  a f t e r  w o r k ,  J ess i ca  a n d  I sp l i t  a s i x - p a c k  of  M i l w a u k e e ' s  
Bes t  a n d  a p a c k  o f  Se ve n  E l e ve n  e p h e d r i n e .  W e  r o d e  o u r  b i kes  
ac r os s  D u n e d i n  C a u s e w a y  d o w n  to H o n e y m o o n  I s l a n d .  By t h e  t i m e  
we  r e a c h e d  t h e  b e a c h ,  t h e  e p h e d r i n e  h a d  t u r n e d  o u r  h a i r  fol l i c l es  
i n t o  e c s t a t i c  e l e c t r o d e s ,  l i g h t i n g  u p  l ike s t a t i c  g l o w w h e n  t h e  w i n d  
b l ew,  a n d  t h e  w a t e r  e v e n  s e e m e d  to b e  in o n  t h e  f u n ,  as p h o s ­
p h o r e s c e n c e  s p l a s h e d  a l o n g  w i t h  us  as we  s w a m  o u t  t o  C a l e d e s i  
a c r os s  t h e  s h a r k  w a t e r s  in m y s t e r i o u s  d a y g l o  g r e e n .  It was  o n e  of  
t h o s e  w a r m  F l o r i d a  w i n t e r  e v e n i n g s ,  w h e n  t h e  w a t e r  r u n s  c o l d  a n d  
n o t h i n g  is f e e d i n g  o n  t h e  f o o d  c h a i n .  I he  s h a r k s  ar c  d o w n  t h e r e ,  
b u t  t h e y  ar e  l e t t i n g  us  h a v e  o u r  t i m e .  W e  h e l d  o n  to  e a c h  o t h e r  at  
t i m e s ,  o u r  legs k i c k i n g ,  o u r  k n e e s  a n d  a n k l e s  k n o c k i n g  t o g e t h e r ,  
s o m e t i m e s  l o c k i n g  t o g e t h e r  in s i m u l a t e d  bl i ss .  W e  r e t u r n e d  h o m e ,  
b a c k  to  t h e  ra t  t r a p  o n  D o u g l a s ,  b o t h  of  us  i t c h i n g  s o m e t h i n g  
f i e rce  f r o m  s a n d  a n d  s a l t w a t e r  r e s i d u e .  W e  s o o t h e d  o u r  s t i n g s  w i t h  
t h e  b u r n  o f  S e a b r e e z e ,  a n d  t h a t ’s w h e n  t h e y  m a d e  t h e  a n n o u n c e ­
m e n t  o n  t h e  r a d i o  a b o u t  t h e  b e g i n n i n g  of  D e s e r t  S t o r m .  1 h a t  n i g h t  
w e  s l e p t  u n d e r  a s i ng l e  s h e e t  o n  t h e  s a m e  b e d ,  a n d  in t h e  m o r n i n g ,  
s h e  w a s  o n  t h e  t e l e p h o n e .
By May, the co r respondence  between Alex and  1 had ended .  
O nce ,  later in the summer,  I saw Alex’s m o th e r  at Publix.  We were 
both  buying  Cheerios .  And then one a f te rnoon  near  the end o f  
summer,  I saw Alex h i tch ing  up U.S.  19. He was all the  way up 
in Tarpon Springs, near  Kloste rman  on the oppos i t e  side o f  the 
highway. As I passed,  I could see that  his teeth had go t ten  longer  
as he shielded the sun from his eyes with his hands  and  looked  for 
possible rides. He was wear ing a plain white  T- shi r t  and  blue jeans. 
I could tell it was him in a second,  and  my heart  juggled a ro u n d  
in my chest  for a coup le  hard s t rong  pa lp i ta t ions ,  and I jerked a 
U- tu rn  halfway to Alderm an .  It was a hot ,  Flor ida August .  My car 
would  provide no relief, as my 66 Falcon with the windows down 
was n o th ing  bu t  a moving  convect ion  oven with the A.C. a solid 
decade in decay. I w ondered  what  Alex was do ing  this far nor th  
of D u n e d in .  Jessica had moved back with her parents ,  and Alex’s 
parents  were in Clearwater ,  bu t  I imagined  tha t  there were p r o b ­
ably a hun d red  reasons why he cou ld  be there  or  anywhere.  I t ried 
to catch up to him,  bu t  I was on the inside lane, and  a Cadi l lac  full 
of geriatr ics  blocked my a t t e m p ts  to change  lanes and  reach him.  I 
t ried to pass them , bu t  they edged closer up on me. Then for some 
reason, I slowed down and  got  even with them . W h e n  they looked 
at me, I made a gun sign with my hand  and  p re tended  the shoo t  
them  all, one by one. I he act ion seemed absurd ,  and foolish,  and 
perhaps dangerous ,  bu t  it had also taken me ou t  o f  the m o m e n t .  By 
the t ime I go t ten  into the far r ight lane, I had passed Klos te rman 
Road again,  and looking  back in the rear-view mirror ,  I could  see 
Alex still there  on the side of the road, shie ld ing  the sun from his 
eyes, scou t ing  down a lift.
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C A R O L I N E  K N A P P
H u s b a n d r y  M a n u a l
c lad  is d o o r  e n o u g h  a n d  t ake  th i s  
in a wa ve  a n d  it b r e ak s
c a t c h i n g  u p  see t o  t h a t  at  h a n d  a n d
I have  m y  d a r t e d  fit
t hi s  l ike a c o n d u i t  
t h i s  l ike a l ab o r
c r i e d e  at  t h u ss e  p lace  
th i s  is t h e  w o o d  t h e y  l ive in
h o l l o w
a t e e t h  a n d  h i p b o n e  h i n g e
ar r i ves  t h e  f resh sk ins
1 have  m y  f a c t u re
m y  f r a c t u r e  d i ssol ves  i n t o  is 
t h i s  Bear er  goes  a w a y  so p r e s e n t l y
+
t h i s  p r e s e n t  l ike  a facet  
p a t i e n t l y
t h i s  w i t h  n o  p e r s p e c t i v a l  o r  p i c t o r i a l
w e a t h e r - l i k e
a r r i ve s  in  l ike  a w a v e  a n d
sk i ns
m y  b r u s h e s
are  w e  n o t
c l o t h e d  in 
f o r m
+
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t h e  w e a v e r  s t a n d s  t h e  l o o m
a n d  b r av e l y  m y
s h a k i n g  still
st i ll  t o  s h a k e  in t h i s  t o r e n d
w e b
t h is  l i t t l e  wi le
t h is  m o r n i n g  
1 h a ve  m y  c o m p o s i t i o n
t h is  a f t e r n o o n
t h i s  e v e n i n g
t hose roses are in a pile
t ha t  w in d  o p e ’d doo r s  in t he  wo o d
I have flesh o f  my  sap
a Hash my  seep 
by pers eve ran t  work ings  the  i n t e r i o r
like a ny th in g  
else
litt l e season
this is my  house  a nd  this my
+




I h a ve  t h i s  m o m e n t  h e a r d
+
th iis is m y  p o o r e
g a t e
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A. A N U P A M A
E U R Y D I C E  W R I T E S
A p o e t r y  o l  h a v i n g  n o  p l a c e  t o p u t  m y  h e a d  w h e n  it is s a d.
M y  eyes  f o l l o w e d  t h e  h a c k  o f  y o u r s  as y o u  p l a y e d  t h e  m u s i c .
C), d o n ’t t u r n  b a c k  t o l o o k  at  m e ,  d o n ' t .  W h a t  s l o w e d  yo u ?  O ,  wh y?
N o  s o u n d  f r o m  m y  f o l l o w i n g  feet? T h e  h e a v i n e s s  o f  m y  s t ar e?  S u d d e n  fear  t h a t  I was 
s a d d e n e d  b y  y o u r  s o n g ,  i n s t e a d  o f  g l a d d e n e d ?  A w i s h  t o see  m e  in a b s o l u t e  d a r k  just  
b e f o r e  I m i g h t  s t e p  in l ight?
I r e m e m b e r  y o u  in l i gh t ,
a g a i n s t  t h e  l i g h t  y o u r  ears ,
r o u n d e d  c a v e r n s  e t e r n a l l y  l os t  t o  m e  n o w  
y o u r  h e a d ,  w i t h  n o  p l a c e  t o res t  w h e n  it is s a d ,  t u r n e d  t o w a r d  m e  




Vasco dc Gama landed here d u r i n g  the spice t rade
and it feels European w i th  its wh i tewashed bu i ld in g s  and exposed beams 
hu t  a man is coo k in g  nan bread in a roadside tandoor i  
and E m i l y  and 1 have traveled over the m ou n ta ins  
in a bus w i t h  no doors or  w indow s .
Two w h i te  owls watch us f r o m  the darkness 
as we walk  past the t ree- l ined park and church 
in to  town  fo r  d inne r .  I snap a p ic tu re .
We eat outs ide and l isten to G erm an  tour is ts  
bark  orders to one another  
and I assume they are d iscussing 
the i r  team's chances in the W o r ld  C u p  
though  maybe they are ta l k in g  about  
a l l - n ig h t  part ies in Goa.
I order  f ish cu r ry  and a beer
and we talk abou t  how much we don ' t  wan t
to r ide in the bus hack over the m oun ta ins .
We can hear the ocean w h i n i n g  in the cand le l igh t  
o f  cer ta in inchoate  th ings we re o n l y  vaguely aware of.
We have o n ly  jus t been marr ied.
T he  next m o r n i n g  we awake to sh ou t ing
and open ou r  w i n d o w  to ch i ld ren
play ing soccer in the park.  We wa lk
a round  the island and discover  an o ld  synagogue
next to a j u n k  shop w i t h  a decent co l lec t ion
o f  Vintage do o r  knobs. I buy  a hook
abou t  the jews of  C oc h i  and we keep wa lk ing ,
a long  the edge o f  tow n ,  and then th rough  it, i n to
a res ident ial  ne ig hb o rhood  where a cow
is be ing  butche red on the street.
I t r y  to take a p ic tu re  but  I am waved of f  
by a very u n ha p p y  l o o k in g  man.
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We stop to take a picture  o f  a woman
whose daugh te r  had her face pa in ted  like a clown
and then we s top for d inner
at a yacht  c lub full o f  westerners
and we feel uncom for tab le  in our  sandals
because everyone else has on shoes.
Much later, back in Boston,
1 scan ou r  developed pictures  for the owls
but  when I get to the one in Cochi  with the trees at ni
there is only the night  and the trees and that  is all.
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HALEY H A C H
Su d d e n l y  Y e l l o w
S m i l e y  was th is  g r i m y  k i d  I knew.  H e  was fa m o u s  in the  n e i g h b o r ­
h o o d  f o r  h a v i n g  o n l y  one  tes t ic le,  and  he l i ved  in  a d a r k ,  neg lec ted 
house on the  lake.  T h e  n e v e r - m o w e d  grass g rew  so h ig h  i t  w e n t  
past embar ra ss ing .  I r e m e m b e r  w a l k i n g  past h is house o n l y  to  f i n d  
m y s e l f  s t a n d i n g  there ,  los t ,  s ta r i n g  at h o w  b e a u t i f u l l y  the  grass 
m ov e d  u n t i l  I saw a pale face g l a r i n g  in the  w i n d o w  and I d a r te d  
away.
S m i l e y  k i l l e d  t h i n g s  in h o r r i b l e  ways. W e  al l  c l a im e d  we 
hated h i m ,  b u t — shame  on  m e — 1 a d m i t  I was fasc i na ted w i t h  h im .  
H e  was i n t e r e s t i n g .  H e  had been a b a n d o n e d  by  his fa ther .  H e  l i ved 
w i t h  his m o t h e r ,  a b a w d y  c m e r g e n c y - r o o m  nurse.  She had shocks 
o f  w h i t e  h a i r  w h i c h  sp ra ng  o u t  a m o n g s t  the  d a r k  and  her  eyes were 
mean .  You d i d  n o t  w a n t  those eyes t r a i n e d  on yo u .  You d i d  n o t  go 
over  there.  S o m e t im e s  yo u  c o u l d  hear her  vo ice  echo o u t  o f  th a t  
d a r k  house in ways th a t  made the  rest o f  the  n e i g h b o r h o o d  seem 
b la n d  and safe, t h o u g h  i t  was ne i th er .
A l so  in the  house there  was a m u t e  Russ ian g r a n d m o t h e r  
and Smi ley 's  teenage sister,  H ea th e r .  I here was a l o t  to  say a b o u t  
H e a th e r ,  too .  H e a t h e r  was a su b je c t  in  hersel f .  She was an o p e n -  
m o u t h e d ,  b o y - h i p p e d  s lu t .  So we had heard .  She ta lked  a b o u t  I he 
Exorcist a l i t t l e  t o o  m u c h  and  passed o u t  c i gare t tes  to  the  k ids .
S m i l e y  had a d u l t - l o o k i n g  teeth  as a boy,  w h i c h  m i g h t  have 
been pa r t  o f  h is c h a r m  ( a l t h o u g h  H e a t h e r  d i d  t o o ) ,  and  he w a lk e d  
d o w n  the  m i d d l e  o f  t he  s treet  l i k e  a c o w b oy ,  w h i c h  m i g h t  have 
been m ore .  H e  made a s l u r p i n g  so u n d  o u t  one  c o r n e r  o f  his m o u t h  
a f te r  he said s o m e t h i n g  f u n n y  and  fo r  me i t  w o r k e d .
T h e  rest o f  us w a l k e d  a r o u n d  l i k e  there  were  cameras p o i n t ­
ed at us— cameras,  a du l t s  o r  maybe  G o d ,  s o m e t h i n g  th a t  was aware  
o f  w h a t  we were  d o i n g  at al l  t im es.  I r e m e m b e r  b e in g  embarrassed 
to  use the  b a t h r o o m ,  fe l t  fo o l i s h  s i t t i n g  there  w i t h  t o i l e t  paper  in 
m y  h an d .  B u t  S m i l e y  was t o t a l l y  a lone ,  and  i t  set h i m  apar t  f r o m  
the rest o f  us. We  were the  n e i g h b o r  k ids  and i t  was an i d e n t i t y  we
h a d n ’t even known we shared.  We shared it unt i l  it was over.
My best f riend Ashley was red-faced, needy and  prone  to 
embarra ss ing displays of em ot ion .  We were only friends because 
she lived two houses  down and  because it was expected o f  us. O u r  
m others  told us to make nice. Ashley and 1 got  chicken pox at the 
same t ime and  our  mothers  decided  we could come ou t  o f  q u a r ­
a n t ine  to play with one another .  I rem em ber  being relieved o f  my 
boredom  bu t  the m o m e n t  we were alone she spread her legs and 
pul led her unde rw ear  aside, l augh ing uproariously.  1 realized then 
I hated her. Her  m o the r  made  us macaroni  and  cheese from a box 
and  lit tle Jei l -O desserts in the shape o f  g ingerbread  men.  I d i d n ’t 
unde rs t and  why som eone  would do that .  Ashley mangled  hers and 
sucked it up th rough  a straw.
She told me Smiley shaved his g r a n d m o t h e r ’s eyebrows off  
as she na pped  in the sun and I f igured:  I migh t  as well believe 
that .
Smiley wore white  socks on his hands  when it was cold,  
t r i ck-or- t rea ted w i th o u t  a cos tume,  and as I have m en t io n e d ,  had 
the legendary single testicle. 1 d o n ’t know how everyone knew that  
but  if asked he would adm i t  it wi th  a savage arrogance:  So what? 
What have you got, asshole? A stupid  fucking mother, that's what.
His secrets were publ ic  and  it was d ifferent  than  so many  o f  
the rest of us, who worked  carefully to keep ou r  s tu f f  h idden .  We 
were given social luxuries  he wasn't.
And cer ta inly some of us needed  our  privacy. Joanne  
developed breasts early bu t  it was m uch  worse than that .  Really 
what  it was was that  her nipples  puffed ou t  red and  sh iny and  
de fo rm ed- look ing .  If the boys had known a bou t  it, she would 
have been ruined .  Geoff  s m o th e r  was an alcohol ic .  She was from 
a genteel  family in Arkansas;  h id ing  it was what  she did. Indeed,  
the whole family rallied toge ther  to keep it pr ivate.  W in n ie  M c ­
Intosh destroyed her six-year old s on ’s desire to wear  eye-shadow
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a n d  l i p s t i c k — a n d  he  real ly,  rea l ly  w a n t e d  t o — by h u m i l i a t i n g  h i m  
b e f o r e  he  eve r  h a d  t h e  c h a n c e  to  be  seen  o n  t h e  s t r e e t s  l ike  t h a t .
I iny  M a r j o r i e  L i o n e l ,  m o t h e r  o f  n a s t y - m o u t h e d  t w i n  boys ,  Pe te  
a n d  Pom,  h a d  h e r  d o g s  s t u f f e d  a f t e r  t h e y  d i e d ,  a n d  a r r a n g e d  t h e m  
to  s ta r e  o u t  t h e  f r o n t  w i n d o w s  o f  h e r  sm a l l  w e l l - m a i n t a i n e d  h o u s e .
I he  S w e d i s h  W i d o w  G e r d y  I n g e g a r d  a te  d i r t  f r o m  h e r  g a r d e n .
L o o k i n g  b a c k  I d o n t  k n o w  w'hat  we  w e re  all a f r a i d  of,  
a n d  it feels n e a r l y  i m p o s s i b l e  t o  say t h a t  t h a t ’s h o w  w e  were :  W e  
all p r e t e n d e d  we  d i d n ’t know'  ea c h  o t h e r ’s se c re t s .  As a p h e n o m ­
e n o n ,  it f a s c i n a t e s  m e .  I he  t h i n g ,  t o o ,  is n o  o n e  h a d  a n y t h i n g  to 
be  a s h a m e d  of.  E r i c ’s m o t h e r  d i d n  t s h a v e  h e r  legs o r  h e r  a r m p i t s ,  
C h a r l e n e  w a n t e d  to  d i v o r c e  h e r  h u s b a n d  a n d  m o v e  b a c k  to  A s p e n ,  
b u t  so w h a t ?  L e a n n ’s m o t h e r  was  an  a n o r e x i c  a n d  h e r  f a t h e r  was 
a m i n i s t e r ,  wdio l o o k e d  t h e  o t h e r  w a y  e v e n  as sh e  c a m e  o u t  o f  t h e  
b a t h r o o m  w i t h  t i d y  c u t s  u p  a n d  d o w n  h e r  a r m s ,  s a y i n g  s h e  w'ill 
never ,  ev e r  ea t  a g a i n ,  a n d  L e a n n  c h i m e d  in,  m e  t o o ,  d a d d y ,  m e  too .
I s l e p t  in a c le a n  r o o m  w i t h  c l e a n  s h e e t s  s u r r o u n d e d  by  toys  
I b e l i e v e d  love d  me .  I was  a n e r v o u s  gir l  a n d  w h i l e  it was  s o m e ­
t h i n g  I k n e w  a b o u t  m yse l f ,  1 d i d  n o t  k n o w  w'hat  to  d o  w i t h  it. I 
was  a f i n g e r - c h e w e r ,  i m a g i n a t i v e  to  a f au l t .
W e  l ived  o n  t h e  f r o n t  r a n g e  o f  C o l o r a d o .  T h e  t o w n  was  
sm a l l  a n d  f la t ,  d u l l  a n d  p e r h a p s  s o m e w h a t  u n o r i g i n a l  b u t  we  w e re  
s i l h o u e t t e d  by  t h e  R o c k y  M o u n t a i n s  w h i c h  w e re  s u p p o s e d l y  i n c r e d ­
ible  b u t  1 t h i n k  t h e y  w e r e  m o r e  o r  less i n v is ib l e  to  me.
1 was  t e n  ye ar s  o l d  for  w h a t  s e e m e d  l ike  a very,  ve ry  l o n g  
t i m e .  I r e m e m b e r  o n e  w h i t e  fo g g y  m o r n i n g  we  all w a i t e d  for  t h e  
s c h o o l  b u s .  I he  a i r  was  co o l  a n d  st i l l .  It m u s t ’ve b e e n  e a r ly  fall.
T h e  a i r  was  so s w o l l e n  w i t h  m o i s t u r e  t h a t  t h e  b i r d c a l l s  s t a y e d  
t r a p p e d  u p  in t h e  t rees.  I r e m e m b e r  s t a n d i n g  t h e r e  a n d  w a i t i n g  for  
t h e  s o u n d  to  c o m e  d o w n  b u t  it d i d n ’t. Ashley ,  h e r  b o r i n g  b r o t h e r  
Sau l ,  d e v o u t  l i t t l e  I c e n a  a n d  h e r  s is ter ,  Rose ,  K i n g  G e o r g i e ,  Jo e ,  
m y  n e a r - t w i n  b r o t h e r ,  S m i l e y  a n d  m e  w e r e  s t a n d i n g  at t h e  s ide
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o f  the road,  a huge alfalfa field b e h in d  us. It was ou r  des igna ted 
bus s top.  O u r  bus dr iver  was Wilber .  He  had a heavy beard and  a 
leather  vest, his T-sh ir t  t ight  over  his j iggl ing belly. We ran into 
the wet  alfalfa fields as we wai ted  for him.  O n  tha t  whi te  m orn ing ,  
we all ran ou t  and  I found  myse lf  lost. I lost my sense o f  t ime.  I 
was d ream ing .  I spun  in circles and  l is tened to myse lf  brea the,  the 
white  everywhere.  I g r inned  and  danced ,  e n c h a n te d  by the great  
br ight  whiteness .
I'd never  been e n c h a n te d  qu i te  like this.  As soon as I 
heard the brakes o f  the bus and  saw the f lashing yel low lights peek 
th rough ,  I knew it was too late. I felt a kick o f  panic.  I walked 
th rough  the fog and  found  Smiley, s i t t ing  on a tuf t  o f  alfalfa. He 
was c lapping.
“T h e  bus left us ,” he said.
“ H ow  is that  possible?” I said.
He laughed.  “Le t ’s wa lk ,” he said. He let ou t  a measured 
smile  and  tossed a s tone  back and  for th .
“ Walk!” I said. “ But  school  is miles f rom here!”
“Yeah, he said. “T h a t ’s why we ride the bus. But so what?  
W h a t  else do you have to do today?”
O f f  he went ,  and  o f f  I followed,  deeper  into the field, into 
the g l is t ening  pure fog. We walked side by side, he tossing his 
s tone,  cha t t in g .  I didn ' t  say any th ing .  I c o u l d n ’t shake my am aze ­
m en t  of the m o m e n t .  I felt dangerous ,  unsu re  o f  myself.  Smiley 
seemed to enjoy himself . His face was relaxed; he was laughing.  
Life was good for him.
I t r ied to r em ind  myself wha t  I’d seen him do to fish last 
s umm er:  nailed them  alive to ho t  boards ,  pul led off thei r  fins, 
left them to die because he ’d go t ten  bored  o f  t o r t u r i n g  them .  He 
shaved o f f  his g r a n d m o t h e r ’s eyebrows. His sister was a slut.
W h e n  the field ended  we ro u n d e d  Bard Lake and  went  
th rough  a ne ig h b o rh o o d  of new houses . T h e y  were nearly  all the
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sam e hou se ,  the  sam e  thr ee  co lo rs  a n d  the  yards  were  p l a n t e d  wi th  
l i t t le t rees  w h ich  looked  l ike sadness  to me.  A y o u n g c r - t h a n - s c h o o l  
age kid was in his d r i vew ay  w i th  chalk ,  m a k i n g  c r u d e  d ra w in g s  o f  
peop le  p o o p i n g .
“ P o o p . ’’ the  k id said an d  me a n d  Smiley laughed  b u t  the  
' kid,  ser ious ,  d id  n o t  jo in  in. “ P o o p , ’’ he said,  so l em n ,  an d  his 
m o t h e r  ca lled h im  in.
1 saw a w o m a n  a co u p le  houses  d o w n  exerc i s ing at her  f r ont  
w in d o w ,  j u m p i n g  an d  p u m p i n g  her  arms.
We crossed at  an i n t e r s e c t io n  I d been in h u n d r e d s  o f  t imes  
b u t  never  on foot .  I was in a new worl d .  I wasn' t  used to cars pass­
ing by me;  I was used to b e in g  safe ins ide  t h e m .
We w en t  t h r o u g h  the  g ra v ey a r d — so m e  de ad  kid m u s t ’ve 
had  a b i r t h d a y  a n n iv e r s a ry  because  there  were b a l lo o n s  at a newcr-  
l o o k i n g  grave an d  Smiley reached  for o n e  an d  p o p p e d  it w i t h o u t  
s l ow ing  d o w n .  “A w h o le  b u n c h  o f  dead p e o p le , ” he said,  as t h o u g h  
he were m a k i n g  fun o f  t h e m .
A car de a le r sh ip  m ad e  way to the  back p l a y g ro u n d  o f  o u r  
e l e m e n ta r y  scho ol .  T h e r e  it was.  I saw the  seven hu ge  c o t t o n w o o d  
t rees I avo ided  in the  s u m m e r  bec ause  o f t e n t i m e s  in the  heat  the  
b r a n ch es  were  c r a w l in g  wi th  f leshy ca te rp i l la rs  t h a t  smel l ed  bad.
By now  the  fog was long  gon e.  I d o n ’t k n o w  w h a t  t im e  it was.  We 
w en t  a r o u n d  the  school  the  long  way. Kids  in c l a ss rooms  saw us 
an d  p o i n t e d ,  o p e n - m o u t h e d .
Smiley o p e n e d  the  f r on t  d o o r  for me.  H e  swaggered  in to  
the  off ice a n d  spoke  to the  secretary ,  his p a lm s  flat on  her  desk.
H e  lo oked  her  squa re l y  in her  face. I he secretary,  Miss  Louisa,  
had d i m p le s  an d  seem ed  help les s— We had walked  to scho ol ,  she 
w a n te d  to know?  We missed the  bus  an d  just  dec id e d  to walk here?
I d i d n ’t say a n y t h i n g  except  to agree w i th  S m i l ey ’s story.
“T h a t ’s w h a t  h a p p e n e d ,  I said.  “ W i l b e r  d i d n ’t wait .
We were  to ld  to get to o u r  c l ass ro oms.  I w a n te d  to k n o w  if
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m y m o t h e r  w o u ld  be ca lled b u t  I c o u l d n ’t ask in f r on t  of  s o m e o n e  
w h o  d i d n ’t care o n e  way or  the  o ther .
O u t s i d e  the  cafeter ia  he t u r n e d  on his heel an d  smiled .
“See y o u , ’’ he said.  “T h a t  was f u n . ’’
It hadn ' t  occ u r re d  to me th a t  fun was a pa r t  of this,  b u t  as a 
m a t t e r  of fact,  it was,  a n d — a b o n u s — we were heroes  for a day.
T h a t  next  s u m m e r  I ’d hea rd  he c a u g h t  a rob in  a n d  t ied its 
legs to a long s t r ing .  H e let it fly away like a kite.  As the  s t r i ng  
t i g h te n ed ,  he r i pped  its legs off. The bi rd  flew away legless, s p l a t ­
t er ing a trail o f  b lood  t h ro u g h  o u r  h ap p y  n e i g h b o r h o o d .  R u m o r  
has it t ha t  W i n n i e  M ac in t o s h  was m o w i n g  her  lawn in her silver 
s t r i ng  bik in i ,  an d  was sp lashed  wi th  h o t  b lo o d  all over  her  ar ti ficial  
breasts.
I d o n ’t know  if it ac tua l ly  h a p p e n e d  or  not .  T h e  n e i g h b o r ­
h o o d  boys swore  it was t rue .  N o  o n e  was brave  e n o u g h  to c o n f r o n t  
W i n n i e  M ac in to s h .
C h i l d h o o d  gal loped  on,  goofily,  hungr i ly .  1 was a s h a m e d  
o f  mysel f a lot of the  t im e  for th ings  I p r o b a b ly  d i d n ’t do.  I h a d n ’t 
yet  co m e  o u t  of my shell ,  b u t  I was s t a r t i n g  to get the  sense t h a t  
there  w o u ld  be an en d  to it. T h e r e  was no longe r  c o m f o r t  in th ings  
the  way I h o p e d  there  w o u ld  be. F o u r th  grade  t u r n e d  in to  fifth 
an d  then  s ix th.  Smiley  en t e r ed  j u n i o r  h igh a year befo re  I d id .  He 
had his own  circles.  He was on a d i f f e ren t  bus . I saw h im  ge t t i n g  
mail on ce  an d  there  I was, as usual ,  w a lk in g  my m o t h e r ’s dog.  He 
look ed  at me b u t  gave me n o t h i n g .  H u r t ,  I looked d o w n  at the  dog  
and  saw it had b r i gh t  bows in its ears an d  t h o u g h t :  T h a t ’s why  he 
d i d n ’t wave at me.  T h a n k s ,  M o m .
All the  n e ig h b o r  kids,  i n c lu d in g  myself,  were p r o u d  no t  
to need each o t h e r  a n y m o re .  I f inal ly got  away f rom Ashley. T h e r e  
were no forced play -da tes  wi th  d ev o u t  l i tt le  Ieena  or  her  t r e m b l i n g  
baby sister. No m o r e  n e i g h b o r h o o d  picnics.  No m o re  w a te r- sk i ing  
at the  lake w he re  my m o t h e r  lost  her  e n g a g e m e n t  r ing.  We had
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e n te r ed  in to  a t i m e  tha t  we d on ' t  k n o w  h o w  we got  o u t  o f — sev­
en th  grade ,  e ig h th .  I r e m e m b e r  in h igh schoo l  Smi ley  wore  a fake 
l ea the r  jacket  a n d  had long  fe a the ry  hair.  He was s o m e w h a t  p o p u ­
lar. H e  was h a n d s o m e  an d  he still s l u rp ed  w h en  he said s o m e t h i n g  
funny.  His  s is ter  H e a t h e r  was c a u g h t  s t ea l ing s o m e t h i n g  o f  value  
s o m e w h e re ,  a n d  th e n  she  got  p r e g n a n t  an d  d i s ap p ea red ,  or  she got  
m a r r ie d  an d  the  Russ ian  g r a n d m o t h e r  w en t  to a n u r s i n g  h o m e ,  or 
she d ied .  N o b o d y  really knows.
At so m e  p o i n t  Smi ley  moved  o u t  o f  the  n e i g h b o r h o o d ,  b u t  
I d o n ’t k n o w  exact ly  w h e n .  1 r e m e m b e r  d r iv in g  by his house  wi th  
my fa th e r  on ce  an d  it was s u d d e n l y  yellow. 1 he grass was m o w e d  
an d  th e re  was a m an  s t a n d i n g  there ,  l o o k in g  o u t  at us, waving .
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Fa i t h
1
T h e  sky changes  every ev e n in g  in to  c loud s ,  
a n d  m o u n t a i n s  lean in to  t h e m .
The ju n g le  o p en s  a hea r t .
M o o n  rises l i s te n in g  to b lo o d  p u m p i n g  in o u r  smal l  bod ies .
O u r  ne ig h b o r ,  the  o n e  w i th  a goat ,  t u r n s  on  a radio .
A n d  o u t  o f  the  j ung le  a fox tells us in a s t r an g e  voice over  the
s t r an g e  voices  s inging ,
his o w n  story.  So m u c h  so,
we all get  up  in the  n i g h t  f r ig h t e n e d ,
an d  s tare o f f  in to  the  d a r k  a n d  say, D id  you hear that, ma'am?
Listen. It is an im a l  
an d  m o o n .
There is the  so n g  o f  p rayer  f lai l ing 
like pages o f  n i gh t .
2
A B u d d h i s t  m o n k  nam es  a girl  a f ter  a H i n d u  goddess .
A n o t h e r  af ter  a l i g h tn i n g  bo l t  a n d  a lucky  m o o n ,  
an d  a n o t h e r  Christina—
She pa in t s  p i c tu re s  
like i t ’s e v e r y th in g  





She wants  to be a disc jockey.
1 D e i ty  hangs on a s t r ing a ro u n d  her neck—  
fo r  protection. Small ha nds ,  wi th  small warts,  
i hold m in e  as she tells me the s tory
a bou t  R a m a — who spen t  fourt een  years in exile for his fa ther  s love. 
3
I he s i lhoue t t e  o f  m o u n ta in
marks a bo rder  be tween heaven and ear th ,  song 
and  flesh.
A s trange  m o th ,  green and blue, crawls 
confused  across concre te .
I kneel dow n ,  maybe  for the first t ime  in my life.
T h e r e  is so m uch  l is t ening  and  speak ing
in a wor ld  no t  be lo ng ing  to a nyone  reading  this.
Least o f  all, me.
Child, hold God in those hands.
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fo r  seal, s w i f t  air
o f  the easternmost
o u t l y i n g  root
&  the one
s leeping spore
o f  the weed
s da rk  c i rcumfe rence
the i n - w h o r l i n g
f in
of  the hel ix
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the seeds are closely rela ted  to the eyes ...  
a lthough  they d iffe r  fro n t the eyes in  being enclosed
—  G o e t h e ,  I  he M etam orphosis o f'P la n ts
en c lo sed  
a m i n u t e  sun
for bal las t  
a larger leaf
o n e  go o d  shake 
u p o n  th is  axis
w here  an eye 
is also b l o o m i n g
in the  m o o n  
s p r i s m a t i c
r o u n d  ness 
h u rs t  the  seal
so p ro p h e t  
su n
Golden berg
fo r  G u sta f Sobin
a t work in the old cocoonery
all these  odes  a b a n d o n e d  
were c loven in p o d  a s u m m o n s  
in th e  m id s t
o f  hereaf ter ' s  bivalve
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A N D R E W  S E G U I N
S O M E  A I R  ASKS F O R  N O M E N C L A T U R E
I he  w i n d o w  c u r t a i n  p o t b e l l i e s  w i t h  w i n d  
a n d  I see g h o s t s  
go  l o o k i n g  for  a m a r k e t i n g  d e p a r t m e n t ,
b u t  we  are  d o n e  w i t h  t h e  d e a d  in t h i s  h o u s e  
t o d a y — h y m n s  
gave  t h e m  e n o u g h  r e f r a i n ,  a n d  t h e  l i l ies
wdl t i ng  as t h e  fall wi l t s  lit  s u r f aces  
w h e r e  o p t i c  p l e a s u r e  
b u r n s  l o n g ,  b e f o r e  o u t .  N o t  t h a t  we
h a v e n ’t b e e n  h a u n t e d ,  o r  s o u g h t  it 
l ike a g e m  o f  p a r a d o x  
to k e e p  p r o d u c t i o n  g o i n g  w h e n  g o i n g
p r o d u c e d  t h e  f ee l i ng  t o o  m u c h  h a d  g o n e ;
we  a n o i n t e d  p o r c u p i n e s  
t o  b e a r  q u e r i e s  b a c k  f r o m  t h e  s p i n d l y
u n d e r w o r l d ,  o r  o v e r w o r l d ,  o r  ful l  s t op ,  b l ack .
C a t - t o p p l e d  s c u l p t u r e  
s u b m i t t e d  i tself  as e v i d e n c e  t h a t  d e a t h
w a s n ’t d o n e  w i t h  us yet ,  w h i c h  i t ’s n o t ,  
b u t  I a d m i t  I a l ways  
h a d  a s t u d e n t  m i s t r u s t  o f  t h e  s u b s t i t u t e
a n d  k n e w  to d u p e  t h e  g u e s t  f r o m  g u e s s i n g  
m y  g i ven  n a m e ,  
a n d  n o w  I ’ve g i ven  th i s  h o u s e  a h o u s e
w h e r e  ai r  e m b a l m s  a m u m  a n d  s l eep p r e c e d e s  
m e r e  b r e a d  a n d  pe a c he s .
In c o m e s  q u i n c e  o n  t h e  w i n d ,  m o r e  d i v i d e n d s .
A N A  M A R I A  S P A G N A
T HE  L O W G R O U N D  A N D  T H E  H I G H  G R O U N D
R E C L A M A T I O N  I
I he  t w o - a c r e  p r o p e r t y  m y  p a r t n e r ,  L a u r i e ,  a n d  I o w n  
d i v i d e s  c l e a n l y  in tw o :  t h e  h i g h  g r o u n d  w h e r e  w e  l ive now,  a t o p  
an  a n c i e n t  m o r a i n e ,  a n d  t h e  lo w g r o u n d ,  w h e r e  we  l ived  ye ar s  ago .  
In m a n y  ways ,  t h e  ha lves  a re  t h e  s a m e .  S a m e  t rees .  S a m e  grave l  
ro a d  p e r i m e t e r .  S a m e  m o s s y  rocks .  B u t  w h i l e  t h e  h i g h  g r o u n d ,  
t h e s e  days ,  a p p e a r s  w e l l - g r o o m e d  -  n a t i v e  s h r u b s  l i ne  t h e  d r i v e ­
way,  h i g h - l i m b e d  firs f i l t e r  s u n l i g h t ,  a f o u r t e e n  h u n d r e d  s q u a r e  
f o o t  c a b i n  s t r e t c h e s  t h e  d e f i n i t i o n  -  t h e  lo w  g r o u n d  has  g o n e  feral :  
c r i s s c r o s s e d  w i t h  d o w n e d  c o t t o n w o o d s ,  l i t t e r e d  w i t h  f l o o d - s t r e w n  
l u m b e r ,  s i l ty  a n d  s p l i n t e r e d ,  d i s c a r d e d  skis ,  r o c k  r u b b l e ,  a n d ,  for  
a t i m e ,  an  u n c l a i m e d  m o t o r c y c l e  h e l m e t  p e r c h e d  o n  a s t u m p .  N o  
d w e l l i n g s .  N o t  a n y m o r e .  O n e  l o n e  s t r u c t u r e ,  a r a m s h a c k l e  g a r a g e  
h a l f - s i d e d  a n d  r a t - i n f e s t e d ,  r e m a i n s  a t  t h e  far  e n d  o f  t h e  p la t .  W e  
st i l l  use  it fo r  s t o r a g e ,  so to  r e t r ie v e  o u r  w i n t e r  b o o t s  o r  a b l o w - u p  
b o a t  o r  a cof fe e  c an  o f  lag sc r ew s ,  we  m u s t  h e a d  d o w n .  B u t  I d o n ’t 
l ike  to.  N o t  o n e  b i t .  I a v o i d  t h e  c h o r e  a t  all cos t s ,  p r o c r a s t i n a t i n g ,  
e x c u s e - m a k i n g ,  d r e a d i n g  t h e  s i g h t  o f  g r o u n d ,  s u p p o s e d l y  o u r  o w n ,  
f l u s h e d ,  s c o u r e d ,  t r a s h e d ,  a b a n d o n e d .  M a y b e  even  h a u n t e d .
I r u t h  is, t h e  lo w g r o u n d  was  n e v e r  m u c h  to  b r a g  a b o u t .  
W h e n  L a u r i e s  m o t h e r  f i rs t  saw  t h e  p la ce ,  s h e  w e p t .  F o r  g o o d  r e a ­
s o n .  A r u s t e d  o f f - k i l t e r  s w i n g  set  lay in t h e  y a r d  a l o n g s i d e  h a r d e n e d  
bags  of  m o r t a r ,  s t o c k p i l e s  o f  b r o k e n  b r i c k ,  a n d  severa l  u n t e n d e d  
o u t b u i l d i n g s .  B r u s h  f i l l ed in t h e  ga ps :  t h i m b l e b e r r i e s  a n d  O r e g o n  
g r a p e  a n d  f i r e w e e d ,  all o f  it b r o w n  w i t h  r o a d  d u s t .  T h e  f o r m e r  
o w n e r s ,  a f a m i l y  o f  s even ,  h a d  l ived in a sm a l l  u n f i n i s h e d  h o u s e  
s i d e d  w i t h  1 1-1 1 ,  a n d  t h e y ’d m a d e  a h a r d  go  of  it: a w o o d s h e d ,  a 
g a r d e n ,  a s m o k e h o u s e ,  a n d  a h o g  p e n .  T h e y  f led w h e n  a N o v e m b e r  
f lo o d  b r o u g h t  t h e  r iver  c h a r g i n g  to t h e  d o o r s t e p ,  s e e p i n g  t h r o u g h  
f l o o r b o a r d s .  They w e re  r e s c u e d  in t h e  b u c k e t  o f  a f r o n t - e n d  load er ,  
a n d  s o o n  p u t  t h e  p la ce  o n  t h e  m a r k e t .  A n d  we,  k n o w i n g  all th i s ,  
s p e n t  o u r  l ife sa v in g s  to  b u y  it.
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W e  h a d  re a son  to  w e e p ,  h u t  we  n e v e r  d i d .  W e  w o r k e d  
i n s t e a d ,  t h e  w a y  o n l y  e a r n e s t  n e w  l a n d o w n e r s  ca n .  W e  w e re  used  
to  l a b o r  a n d  e n a m o r e d ,  d e s p i t e  o u r  l e f t - l e a n i n g  p o l i t i c s  a n d  o u r  
m e a g e r  m e a n s ,  o f  t h e  A m e r i c a n  D r e a m .  W e  p l a n n e d ,  e v e n tu a l l y ,  
to  m o v e  to  h ig h  g r o u n d ,  h u t  in t h e  m e a n t i m e  we  t o r e  o u t  m o l d y  
c a r p e t  a n d  s t a r t e d  a n e w :  p l u m b i n g ,  i n s u l a t i n g ,  s t a c k i n g  w o o d .  W e  
even  p l a n t e d  a g a r d e n  or,  I s h o u l d  say, r e p l a n t e d  t h e  o n e  t h a t  ha d  
w a s h e d  to  r u b b l e  in t h a t  N o v e m b e r  f l o o d ,  t h e n  g o n e  to  w e e d s  in 
o n e  fa l low s u m m e r .  R e c l a i m e d  it, y o u  m i g h t  say.
W e  d u g  in c e d a r  p o s t s  a n d  s p e n t  $ 3 0 0 — a smal l  f o r t u n e  
at  t h e  t i m e — o n  c o n c r e t e  m e s h ,  s t r u n g  it e i g h t  fee t  h ig h  to  ke ep  
t h e  d e e r  a n d  h e a r  o u t ,  a n d  we a d d e d  c o m p o s t  a n d  m i n e r a l s  to  t h e  
r o c k y  soi l .  O n e  d a y  w h e n  I was  p r e p a r i n g  ho le s  in w h i c h  to  p l a n t  
p o t a t o e s  t h e  n e i g h b o r ’s ca t ,  Daisy ,  n u d g e d  u p  b e s i d e  m e ,  re a re d  u p  
o n  h e r  h a c k  feet ,  a n d  b e g a n  to  d i g  full b o re .  W i t h  n o  idea  w h a t  t h e  
p u r p o s e  was ,  s h e  t h r e w  he rse l f  a t  t h e  task .  I ’m t e l l i n g  yo u :  sh e  was  
o n e  of  us,  th i s  ca t .
I ha t  s e e m s ,  now,  l ike a very  l o n g  t i m e  ago .  A f lo o d  r i p p e d  
t h r o u g h  t h e  low g r o u n d  n o t  o n c e  b u t  t h r e e  t i m e s  l e a v i n g  f i r e w o o d  
s c a t t e r e d ,  c e d a r  p o s t s  askew.  Soil  w a s h e d  d o w n v a l l e y  to  fe r t i l i ze  
b r a m b l e s  t h a t  f i n g e r  n o w  t h r o u g h  m i s s h a p e n  rol ls  o f  m e s h .  W e  left  
t h e  h o u s e  e m p t y ,  a n d  we s k e d a d d l e d .  D a i s y  m o v e d  w i t h  us,  t r a i l ­
ing  us to  h ig h  g r o u n d  w i t h  t h e  n e i g h b o r s ’ b l e ss in g ,  c l a i m i n g  us  a n d  
g i f te d  to  us b o t h .  E a c h  fall 1 b u c k  f o r m e r  f ence  p o s t s  i n t o  s h o r t  
p ie ce s  to  sp l i t  fo r  k i n d l i n g .
If o u r  low g r o u n d  is h a u n t e d ,  i t ’s by  o u r  y o u t h f u l  e x u b e r ­
a n t  selves,  b u t  w h a t  d i d  we  lose? N o t  o u r  l ives,  n o t  o u r  p r o p e r t y .
A n e i g h b o r  c o u p l e  h a d  to  sell of f  t h e i r  f l o o d e d  l a n d ,  t h e i r  s u m m e r  
h o m e  for  ove r  f if ty years ,  to  t h e  g o v e r n m e n t  s in c e  t h e r e  d be  no  
w ay  to  a v o id  f u t u r e  f lo o d s  a n d  l ike ly  n o  w i l l i n g  p r i v a t e  b u y e r s .  W e  
los t  n o t h i n g ,  really,  o t h e r  t h a n  t h r e e  h u n d r e d  b u c k s ,  a g a r d e n  s p o t  
a n d  a few t h o u s a n d  h o u r s  of  l abor .  Stil l  I w o n d e r :  W as  it w o r t h
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it? W h a t  was it all for? I c a n ’t face the  low g r o u n d .  Even t h o u g h  
i t ’s w h a t  we p l a n n e d  to see h a p p e n ,  even t h o u g h  I love th a t  D avid  
Byrne song  a b o u t  p a r k in g  lots t u r n i n g  to daisies  w i th  a pas s ion,  I 
c a n ’t face it. S o m e t im e s  1 need to get  the  hell out .
R E C L A M A T I O N  II
So we do.  T h o u g h  i t ’s no t  as easy as it may s o u n d .  To leave 
the  smal l l an d lo ck e d  m o u n t a i n  valley w here  w e ’ve se t t led  in the  
N o r t h  Cascades ,  closer to C a n a d a  th a n  to Seatt le,  we m u s t  take 
a f o u r - h o u r  pa ssenger-on ly  ferry r ide a long  a long  n a r ro w  lake,  a 
n atura l  lake,  g lac ier -ca rved an d  f jo rd- l ike ,  to a large Fores t  Service- 
o w n e d  pa rk in g  lot w here  an aging Buick we in h e r i t e d  f rom L au r ie ’s 
p a ren t s  stays par ked  m os t  of the  t ime ,  th e n  we m u s t  dr ive,  usually,  
a very long way.
O n e  gray D e ce m b er ,  we drove a t h o u s a n d  miles s o u t h  to 
W h i s k e y t o w n  N a t io n a l  R ecr ea t ion Area west  o f  R ed d in g ,  C a l i f o r ­
nia w here  Laur ie  had  been hi red  to w o rk  on old  app le  t rees p l an t ed  
by early set t lers  an d  barely h a n g i n g  on.  O v e r  the  years,  the  t rees 
had been s t u n t e d  by lack of su n l ig h t ,  s h ad e d  by oaks  a n d  sequo ias ,  
s t ra ng led  by blackber r ie s .  N o t h i n g  was g o in g  well for these trees 
un t i l  Laur ie  s how ed  up.  Never  m i n d  th a t  at  h o m e  she  does  exact ly 
the  sam e ki nd  of w o rk  or th a t ,  except  for this job,  s h e ’d be laid o f f  
for the  season a n d  w e ’d be ski ing,  her  favor i te  pas t im e.  She d i d n ’t 
need the  money.  She w a n te d  to w o rk  on the  t rees because  they 
needed  it, b u t  also because  she w a n te d  to h o n o r  the  fact  s o m e o n e  
w o rk e d  like hell to p l a n t  t h em .  You m i g h t  t h i n k  this had  to do 
wi th  w h a t  h a p p e n e d  on o u r  low g r o u n d ,  b u t  it had m o re  to do 
wi th  her  na tu re ,  a n d  m aybe  h u m a n  na tu re :  she w a n te d  to reclaim 
those  trees.
Before she began,  Laur ie  asked p e r m is s io n  to b u r n  as she 
w e n t  a long.  I his is ho w  she di sposes  o f  p r u n e d  l imbs  back h o m e ,  
an d  the  w a r m th ,  in D e cem b er ,  w o u ld  be w e lcome .  N o  way, the
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manage rs  said.  Th ere ' s  a m i d d e n .  Rats? Laur ie  asked.  N o ,  no.  An 
archeologica l  m i d d e n ,  a m o u n d  o f  o b s id ian  ch ips  several feet deep,  
the  shavings  f rom Ind ian  tool makers ,  the  W i n t u ,  w h o  lived in this 
spot  a long  C lea r  C reek  an d  in the  s u r r o u n d i n g  T r in i ty  M o u n t a i n s ,  
for twelve h u n d r e d  years.  Fire w o u ld  mel t  the  ch ips  and des t roy 
ev idence  o f  howr they lived an d  work e d .  Rare evidence .  O K ,  then .
To he clear,  W h i s k e y t o w n  is no t  m a in ly  ab o u t  apple  trees.  
Like m o s t  federa l ly  des ig n a ted  recreat ion areas,  i t ’s a reservoir,  this 
o n e  created  in the  early 1960s by an e a r th en  d a m .  Pres iden t  K e n ­
nedy  famous ly  a t t e n d e d  the  d ed ic a t io n .  F^ach m o r n i n g  af ter  d r o p ­
p in g  Laur ie  off to p r u n e ,  I s t o p p e d  bes ide  the  h u m a n - m a d e  lake 
an d  gazed at  the  hills,  lush an d  green even in D ecem b er ,  an d  every 
s ingle t im e  I d id ,  I saw o t h e r  peo ple  s t a n d i n g  on the  shore  l o o k ­
ing out :  y o u n g  an d  old ,  wel l -dressed an d  shabby,  a m o t h e r  an d  
d au g h te r ,  a man in a bus iness  sui t ,  all of t h em  on the  way f rom 
s o m ew h e re  to s o m ew h e re  else. 1 hey s to o d  s tone-s t i l l  an d  s tared ,  
t ak in g  solace f rom the  u n c l u t t e r e d  view, the  h u m a n - f r e e  l andscape,  
all tha t  water.  T h e  rec la imed lake was lovely, sure,  b u t  I was still 
t ro u b led .  T h e  p r o b le m  wi th  re c la iming ,  I fo u n d  mysel f  t h i n k in g ,  is 
t h a t  it so of ten  leads to d isp lac ing.
So, whi le  Laur ie  p r u n e d ,  1 set o f f  in search o f  an e x p l a n a ­
t ion  for w h o  was here  before  the  d am .  N o t  so m u c h  what. I cou ld  
p re t t y  m u c h  guess the  fate o f  t he  fish a n d  the  fores t,  an d  whi le  
I d id  w a n t  to k n o w  a b o u t  th a t ,  my s y m p a t h y  at the  m o m e n t  lay 
mos t ly  wi th  the  se t t lers  in the  d r o w n e d  town an d  the  nat ive  people  
before  t h e m .  So 1 hea ded  ou t .
The nea rbv s tate  park  m u s e u m  told  a famil iar  saga: b o o m  
an d  bust .  G o l d  rush desp e rad o s  and Mexican  rancher s  an d  ra i lroad 
C h i n a m e n .  As for W h i s k e y t o w n ,  the  n am e  der ived  f rom legend:  
o nce  a m u le  t u m b l e d  off - t ra i l ,  losing its load,  a n d  wh iskey flowed 
in to  C lea r  Creek,  l he town was an o u t p o s t  far o f f  the  bea ten  t rack 
d o m i n a t e d  by m en  an d  miner s  an d  genera l  lawlessness,  lt d be a fair
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guess th a t  the  t o w n ’s n am e  d id  n o t  c o m e  solely f rom o n e  inc iden t .
I w a n d e re d  t h r o u g h  the  b u i ld in g ,  a n d  the  m i s h m a s h  layers 
of his tory ,  a n d  se t t led  in the  foyer at  a smal l d i sp lay  d ed ic a t ed  to 
the  W i n t u .  1 l ingered over a few b lu r ry  p h o t o s  o f  bar k- s lab  ho m es  
unt i l  1 n o t i ced  an o l d - t i m e  p h o n e  receiver h a n g i n g  f rom the  p o l ­
ished w o o d  ra il ing.  I p icked  it up.  An e lder ly  W i n t u  w o m a n  began 
to tell a long lively tale of how  she  survived a l i g h tn i n g  s t r ike  as 
a ch i ld  an d  because  o f  th a t  was to ld  s h e ’d live long.  A n d  she d id ,  
she lived long.  T h a t  was it. H e r  obv ious  glee,  c h a r m i n g  as it was, 
depressed me.  1 held  the  ea rp iece  in my h a n d  a n d  w o n d e r e d :  Is this 
all there  is? I he fact th a t  she survived? Survived  to see her  land 
d r o w n e d ,  her  peo p le  d i sper sed ,  d iseased,  m u r d e r e d  an d  enslaved.  
O u t s i d e  rain fell in s teady  s t reams.  Cars  ru shed  a long  the  h ighway.
H e r  reco rd ed  voice ch o r t l e d  in t r i u m p h .
D E F I N I T I O N
Reclaim:
1. to recall f rom w r o n g  or  i m p r o p e r  c o n d u c t
2. to rescue f rom an un d es i r a b le  state;  also: to res tore to a 
pr ev ious  natura l  s t a te  <reclairn m i n in g  sites> b : to m ake  available 
for h u m a n  use by c h a n g in g  n a tu ra l  c o n d i t i o n s  <reclaim s w am p -  
land>
As lo n g  as I can r em em b er ,  I t h o u g h t  the  w o rd  had  on ly  
to do  wi th  dam s .  T h e  Bureau  o f  R ec l a m a t io n .  T h e  w ord  held  the  
scourge  of o u t m o d e d  ar rogance:  the  co n c re t e  an d  the  oversized t u r ­
bines ,  m en  wi th  dress shi r t s  s t r e t ch e d  t igh t  over th e i r  bell ies,  s lide 
rules in the i r  pocke ts  an d  god on thei r  side.  “To m ak e  avai lable  for 
h u m a n  use .” But  also o u t m o d e d  o u t ra ge .  M ar c  R e i sn e r ’s Cadillac  
Desert p re d ic t ed  ca ta s t ro p h es  o f  s i l ta t i on  th a t  never  q u i t e  m a t e r i a l ­
ized, n o t  yet  at least; J o h n  M c P h e e ’s Encounters w ith  the A rchdru id  
prof i led  e n v i r o n m e n ta l  s u p e r -h e r o  D a v id  Brower  an d  his f ight  to 
p ro t ec t  the  G r a n d  C a n y o n .  “ Io  rescue f rom an u n d e s i r a b le  s t a t e . ”
156 Spagna
W h e n  I t au g h t  A rchdruid  to col lege s tu d e n t s ,  mos t ly  f rom P hoen ix ,  
in the  early 1 9 l)()s, they  a p p r o a c h e d  Brower  wi th  h ea d - s c ra t ch in g  
b e f u d d le m e n t .  Af ter  th ree  full weeks , o n e  y o u n g  w o m a n  raised her 
h an d  to ask: H o w  do they dec ide  w'hich side of the  d am  the  lake 
goes on? I real ized I'd o m i t t e d  so m e  crucial  c o n t e n t  and ,  pe rhaps ,  
ho w l i t t le  an y  o f  us u n d e r s t a n d  the  co n c ep t .
W h a t  is w r o n g  or  i m p r o p e r  co n d u c t?  Especia l ly  w h en  it 
com es  to the  natu ra l  wor ld :  W h a t  is an un d e s i r a b le  state? W h e r e  is 
the  moral  high g ro u n d ?  ( O r  for tha t  m a t t e r  the  low g ro und? )  And 
w h o  decides? J u d g m e n t s  cycle. Fire is bad,  fire is good .  Preda tor s  
are bad,  p re d a to r s  arc go od .  And wi th  the  j u d g m e n t s ,  so go o u r  
ac t ions :  Put o u t  fires, s tar t  p re scr ibed  fires. E l im in a te  p reda to rs ,  
re in t ro d u c e  p reda to rs .  I.ike S isyphus  on  a h a m s te r  wheel .
Rec la im ing  seems an u n s t o p p a b l e  in s t inc t .  We are w o r k ­
ers, m os t  of us. Sure there  s greed and hub r i s ,  b u t  m u c h  o f  the  t im e  
there  s earnes tness .  If we re g o in g  to work  anyway,  why  not  work at 
m a k in g  th ings  right. '  I c a n t  help  it. I w an t  to rec la im re cl am at ion .
I w a n t  to f ind a c l ean -e dged  creed to live by. But  where?
ALTERNATIVES
Back h o m e  in the  smal l m o u n t a i n  valley, a river m a n a g e ­
men t  plan had been in the  works  for m o n t h s ,  a plan  g u a r a n t e e d  
to be u n p o p u la r .  W e d  a t t e n d e d  a pub l i c  m e e t i n g  sh o r t ly  before  
we left town .  I he gist was this: the  river needs  m ore  wiggle room ,  
m ore  f r eedom  to w ander ,  to crest  its banks  on occas ion  an d  seep 
o u t w a r d  democra t i ca l ly .  N o  longer  sh o u ld  d ikes  or d re d g in g  di rec t  
the  course .  At the  m ee t ing ,  local bu re au c r a t s  ar r ived p repa re d  to 
descr ibe  a new series o f  smal l -sca le  s t ru c tu re s  an d  road re locat ions .  
But  they  got  no ch ance .  I he ro om  was s u p e r - p a c k e d  wi th  a t t en d ees  
w h o  were s p i t t i n g  mad.
H o w  did  they no t  k n o w  o f  these  plans? they  cr ied .  Plans 
they  bel ieved to be a s u b te r f u g e ,  a ruse to a l low the  federal  gov-
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e r n m e n t  to ac qu ir e  p r ivate  p r o p e r t y  f rom  folks l ike my s u m m e r  
n e ig h b o r s  w h o d  sold o u t ,  to for c ib ly  d isp lace  t h em .
1 ch ecked  my wa tc h ,  j iggled my feet,  bow ed  my head  to my
chest .
W h o  knows? I t h o u g h t .  1 he an g r y  p eop le  may be r ight.
T h e  plan  offered fo ur  a l ternat ives .  I ’d read t h e m  several  t imes ,  an d  
I co u ld  n o t  m ake  sense o f  t h e m .  I d i d  k n o w  this m u c h :  A w ho le  
lot o f  p r o p e r t y — i n c l u d i n g  o u r  low g r o u n d — lay sm ack  in the  
m id d le  of the  so-cal led c h a n n e l  m ig r a t i o n  zone,  an d  the  river was 
po ised  to rec laim it.
At the  m ee t in g ,  o n e  m an  s to o d  to say this:
“ R e m e m b e r  this is M o t h e r  N a tu r e .  She m ig h t  seem b e a u t i ­
ful an d  doci le,  b u t  really s h e ’s a b i t ch .  You have to p u t  her  in her  
p lace,  show  her  w h o ’s boss . ”
Chas t i se ,  he said,  or  maybe:  Ha rn es s .
R E C L A M A T I O N  III
I was d o w n  to o n e  q u e s t i o n .  Jus t  one .  W h a t  is the  d am  
g ood  for? The answer  d id  n o t  seem obv ious .  At the  W h i s k e y t o w n  
V is i tor  C en te r ,  th ree  kiosk exh ib i t s  de sc r ib ed  the  d a m ’s c o n s t r u c ­
t ion ,  the  miner s  an d  the  gold  rush,  a n d  the  local large m a m m a l  
p o p u la t io n s .  The book s  for sale fe a tu re d  p h o t o s  o f  In d i a n  ba ske t ry  
whi le  o the rs  ex p la ined  ho w to conse rv e  water,  iden t i fy  b i rds ,  an d  
recycle.  T h e  place felt l ike a k in d  o f  su bs id iz ed  apology. But  for 
what?  W h a te v e r  it was r e m a in e d  u n m e n t i o n e d  or  u n m e n t i o n a b l e .  I 
felt a l i t t le like I d id  w h en  I w a tc h e d  a g e - a p p r o p r i a t e  sex ed u c a t i o n  
fi lms as a kid:  Yes, yes, b u t  how  does  the  sp e r m  get  to the  egg?
I asked the  v o lu n te e r  rang er  b e h i n d  the  desk the  p u rp o s e  o f  
the  dam .
“ Flood co n t ro l ,  i r r iga t ion ,  a n d  e l ec t r i c i t y  g e n e r a t i o n , ” she 
i n to n e d .
But  th a t  is n o t  w h a t  she w a n te d  to talk ab o u t .  She w a n te d
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to  tell m e  h o w  she  g r e w  u p  h e re ,  a n d  t h e n  m o v e d  to  S a n t a  Fe. 
E v e r y o n e  m o v e d  o n  in t h o s e  day s ,  sh e  said .  N o  o n e  s ta y e d  p u t .
N o w  s h e ’s r e t u r n e d  a n d  she  loves it, jus t  loves it. S h e  l a u n c h e d  i n t o  
s to r i e s  a b o u t  h e r  u n c l e ,  a fo gge r  a n d  mi l l  h a n d ,  w h o  h a d  w o r k e d  
in n e a r b y  F r e n c h  G u l c h ,  w h o  h i k e d  mi le s  t h r o u g h  p i n e  fo re s t s  for  
d a n c e s .  H e  was  m o u r n e d  at  his  f u n e r a l  by  m a n y  W i n t u ,  she  said.
" W h a t  h a p p e n e d  to  t h e  W i n t u ? ” I a sk ed .
I he y  m o v e d  o n ,  she  sa id .  I he y  h e a d e d  i n t o  t h e  hi l ls .
P R E S E R V A T I O N
l oca ls  h a d  r e c o m m e n d e d  t h a t  we  a t t e n d  k a r a o k e  n i g h t  in 
F r e n c h  G u l c h ,  b u t  w e ’d o p t e d  for  ea r ly  s leep  i n s t e a d ,  so we  d e ­
c i d e d  to  c h e c k  o u t  t h e  p la ce  in d a y l i g h t .  I a r r i v e d  to  p i c k  u p  L a u r i e  
at  n o o n ,  a n d  she  c l i m b e d  o u t  of  a v i n e - c h o k e d  a p p l e  t r ee  w i t h  a 
c h a i n s a w  a n d  h o p p e d  in t h e  car.  I he  ro a d  w e a v e d  five m i le s  u p  a 
w i d e  valley,  r e c e n t l y  b u r n e d ,  t h o r o u g h l y  a n d  h o t .  O n l y  a few b lack  
s nags  r e m a i n e d ,  a n d  t h e  b a r r e n  h il ls  o f f e r e d  s ta r k  c o n t r a s t  to  th e  
d e n s e  g re e n  e v e r y w h e r e  else: M a n z a n i t a  a n d  live o a k ,  p i n e s  a n d  
lau re l .  F r e n c h  G u l c h  l o o k e d  b a r r e n ,  d e n u d e d  ev en ,  a n d  n o t  j u s t  th e  
h i l l s ,  t h e  t o w n  as well .  I he  s ign o n  t h e  l o n e  s a l o o n  w i t h  t h e  w h i t e -  
w o o d  fa c a d e  read:  ( d o s e d .  W e  w e re  o u t  o f  l uck .
A m a n  sat  ac ro ss  t h e  s t r e e t  in f r o n t  o f  an  u n m a r k e d  b u i l d ­
ing  w i t h  a s in g l e  d o o r  w e a r i n g  a S a n t a  ha t .
“ W h e r e ’s S an ta?  I a s k e d .
“ N o t  h e r e , ” he  sa id .  “ N o w h e r e  near .  You seen  t h e  b a r ? ”
It s c lo s e d ,  I sa id.  I p o i n t e d  to t h e  la rge s ign .
N o t  t h a t  o n e ,  he  sa id.  I his  o n e .  H e  o p e n e d  t h e  d o o r  
b e h i n d  h i m .
N e a r l y  all t h e  s to o l s  in t h e  p la ce  w e re  e m p t v ,  save t h o s e  
h e ld  by t w o  m o r n i n g  d r i n k e r s ,  b u t  n o t h i n g  else was .  A r t i f a c t s  c o v ­
e red  e v e ry  wall .  L a u r i e  o r d e r e d  t w o  B u d w e i s e r s ,  a n d  t h e  b a r t e n d e r ,  
c l e a n - c u t  in a p o l o  s h i r t  w i t h  a full  h e a d  o f  g r a y  h a i r  a n d  t h e  d regs
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of- a h ea l t hy  tan ,  pu l l ed  the  beers in s i lence a n d  t u r n e d  hack towar d 
the  w a l l - m o u n t e d  TV,  leaving us to gawk at  the  col lec t ion :  ca n t  
hooks ,  gold  nugge ts  on a scale,  an a r t i s t ’s r e n d e r in g  o l  the  1906 
San Francisco  e a r t h q u a k e .  A w e d d in g  dress.  U n f a m i l i a r  currency.
All d i sp layed like an or de r l y  col lage or  layers o l  lorest  duff .  Every 
m u s e u m  I’d  been to all week had see med  h ap h a za r d ,  i n c o h e r en t ,  
s o m e t im e s  depr es s ing .  N o t  this.
W h e n  we o rd e red  a sec o n d  heer,  the  b a r t e n d e r  tossed in a 
bag ol  C h e e t o s  lor  Iree a n d  s t a r t ed  to talk.  That w e d d in g  dress? A 
guy ol fe red  his wife 1200 dol lars  lor  it. She w o u l d n ’t take it. The 
ten do l l ar  bill? T h a t ’s f rom the  N a t io n a l  Bank o f  Lodi.  T h e  place 
had  passed d o w n  th r o u g h  the  w o m e n  lor  150 years— he m arr ie d  
in to  the  l am i ly — t h o u g h  no t  always as a bar. Used to be the  genera l  
s tore .  H e  pu l l ed  o u t  h a n d  ledgers w i th  the  cos t  for every  i t em  from 
1865:  w hiskey  12 cen ts  a sh o t ,  e l ec t r i c i t y  50 cen ts  a m o n t h .  He 
to ld  his s tories  eagerly,  a l m os t  greedi ly,  an d  it was clear tha t  he was 
the  reason this place was so v ib ran t .  M a y b e  to preserve s o m e t h i n g  
proper ly,  1 t h o u g h t ,  you have to have s o m e t h i n g  at  s take ,  an d  w h en  
you do have s o m e t h i n g  at  s t ak e— like us w i th  o u r  low g r o u n d ,  like 
o u r  ne ig h b o rs  at the  p ub l i c  m e e t i n g — m aybe  this was the  answer :  
h o ld i n g  f i rm,  h a n g i n g  on,  resis t ing  the  urge  to move on.
" W h i c h  p re s id e n t  is t h a t ? ’ I asked,  p o i n t i n g  to the  ten 
dol la r  hill.  “ H a rr i son?  Van B u ren ?”
“T h a t ’s m e , ” said o n e  o f  the  m o r n i n g  d r i nke r s .  “W h e n  I 
was s tuck  in Lodi .
r h e  b a r t e n d e r  c o n t i n u e d  his tale.  He ca m e  to to w n  in the  
late 1940s  to log, he said.  His h o b - n a i l e d  boo t s  h u n g  on the  wall 
a long  wi th  his fal l ing  axe. He o n ce  ran a cha in saw  th a t  w e ighed  
100 p o u n d s .  Look two m e n  to ru n  it. Still ,  they  cu t  m o re  boa rd  
feet in the  o ld days  wi th  a h a n d  saw.
“Why? I asked.
“ Bigger t rees ,” he said.  “ Used to be th ree  mills.  T h e n  we
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ran  o u t  o f  t rees.
O u r  be e r s  w e re  d r a i n e d ,  o u r  f i ng e r s  C h e c t o - o r a n g e ,  a n d  we 
d i d n  t know'  w h a t  to  say. i d b e e n  so w o r r i e d  a b o u t  w h a t  ge ts  lost  
w h e n  we r e c l a im ,  w h e n  we s t a r t  o u r  i n f e r n a l  h u m a n  m e d d l i n g ,  t h a t  
I n e v e r  c o n s i d e r e d  t h a t  m a y b e  h a n g i n g  o n  is w o r s e  T h e r e ’s fear 
in p r e s e r v a t i o n  -  fear o f  c h a n g e ,  fear o f  loss -  a k i n d  o f  s tasi s  t h a t  
i n e v i t a b l y  b r e e d s  s a d n e s s .  H a n g i n g  o n  h a p p e n s  w h e n  th e re ' s  n o t  
m u c h  left to  h a n g  o n t o .
W e  left  a ve ry  la rge  t ip .
R E C L A M A T IO N  IV
I b ad  b e g u n  to  s u s p e c t  t h e  t r u t h ,  b u t  I d i d n ’t w a n t  to  face 
it. I read  a b o o k  a b o u t  W h i s k e y t o w n  a n d  g l e a n e d  th i s  m u c h :  T h e y  
d a m m e d  t h e  I r i n i t y  Rive r  a n d  re ve r se d  t h e  e n t i r e  f l ow  i n t o  th e  
i S a c r a m e n t o  R iv e r  d r a i n a g e .  I h e  d e ta i l s  o f  t h e  c o n s t r u c t i o n  were  
s t a g g e r i n g ,  n e a r l y  a w e - i n s p i r i n g :  e i g h t  m i l e s  o f  t u n n e l s ,  17 .5 feet  in 
d i a m e t e r ,  4 8 0 , 0 0 0  c u b i c  y a r d s  o f  d i r t  to  be  e x c a v a t e d  a n d  r e l o ­
c a t e d .  I h e  b o o k  o f f e r e d  p l e n t y  o f  spec i f ic s ,  a he a v y  d o s e  o f  p o l i t i c s ,  
a n d  t h e  a n s w e r s  to  m y  q u e s t i o n .  S o r t  of.  W h i s k e y t o w n  d a m  g e n e r ­
a tes  1 54 m e g a w a t t s  of p o w e r  a t  o n e  p o w e r h o u s e ,  t h e n  a n o t h e r  1 80  
m e g a w a t t s  l a te r  a f t e r  it passes  t h r o u g h  t h e  t u n n e l .  T h a t  is, by h y ­
d r o p o w e r  s t a n d a r d s  in t h e  Pac i f ic  N o r t h w e s t ,  p e a n u t s .  N o n e  o f  th e  
d a m s  o n  t h e  C o l u m b i a  g e n e r a t e s  less t h a n  a t h o u s a n d  m e g a w a t t s .  
Ci rand  C o u l e e  a l o n e  g e n e r a t e s  7 , 0 0 0 .  I h e n ,  o f  c o u r s e ,  t h e r e ’s also 
i r r i g a t i o n .  T h e  C e n t r a l  Val ley P r o je c t .  Ba ck  w h e n  I was  a d e s e r t -  
b r e d  t e e n a g e r  d r i v i n g  n o r t h  to  co l le ge ,  t h e  lu sh  g re e n  S a c r a m e n t o  
Val ley m a d e  m e  w eep :  r ice p a d d i e s  a n d  a l m o n d  g rove s  a n d  v i n e ­
ya rds  s a n d w i c h e d  b e t w e e n  d i s t a n t  pe a k s ,  d e w y  a n d  sw ee t .  T h e  b o o k  
d i d  n o t  q u a n t i f y  h o w  m u c h  o f  th i s  c o u l d  be  a t t r i b u t e d  to  W h i s -  
k e y t o w n ,  b u t  a B u r e a u  of R e c l a m a t i o n  w e b s i t e  d i d .  W h i l e  ov e r  
| 3 0 0 , 0 0 0  ac re s  a re  i r r i g a t e d  by t h e  local  b e h e m o t h ,  S h a s t a  D a m ,  
o n l y  5 , 0 0 0  a re  i r r i g a t e d  by  t h e  e n t i r e  I r i n i t y  R ive r  D i v e r s i o n .  For
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th a t  p a y o f f  t h e y ’d reverse a river?
R E C R E A T I O N
Saturday.  L au r ie ’s day off. We m et  w i th  o ld f r iends  w h o  
lived nea rb y  an d  to ok  a long  walk  bes ide  the  S a c r a m e n t o  River.
T h e  air was balmy,  the  oak spac k led hills green a n d  s h i m m e r y  in 
w i n t e r  sun,  ev e ry th in g  as r ight  as r ight  co u ld  be. Still ,  I c o u l d n ’t 
he lp  b u t  s t ar t  in.
“ But  w h a t ’s it for?’’
My fr iend sh ru gged .
“ W h is k e y to w n ?  That  d a m ’s for r e c r e a t io n . ”
“T h a t ’s it. R ec r ea t io n ?”
“O f  co u r s e , ” he said.  “W h o  w o u l d n ’t w a n t  a lake in a valley 
t h a t ’s over  100 degrees  thr ee  m o n t h s  o f  t he  yea r?”
I was s t u n n e d .  I ’d d e l u d e d  mysel f  in to  bel iev ing th a t  
ea rnes t  rec la imers  always have so m e  d e c e n t  p u r p o s e  in m i n d ,  b u t  
t h a t ’s the  p ro b le m  with  r ec la im in g  -  i sn’t it? -  the  d e f in i t i o n  o f  a 
d ec en t  p u r p o s e  is shifty.  W h e n  Pre s iden t  K e n n e d y  d ed ica t ed  the  
d am  in S e p t e m b e r  1963,  his rh e to r i c  had  th a t  fami l i ar  mora l  tone .
“ H o w  great  was the  d a n g e r , ” K e n n e d y  said,  “t h a t  this great  
n a tura l  i n h e r i t a n c e  of ou rs  given to us by n a tu re ,  g iven to us by 
G o d ,  w o u ld  be w ip ed  away, the  fores ts  r u in ed ,  the  s t re ams  d e ­
s t royed,  wasted  for the  people ,  w a te r  go in g  to the  sea u n u s e d . ”
In the  sam e c h a p te r  w he re  I f o u n d  the  q u o t e  was a p ic tu re  
o f  K e n n ed y  fe ed ing a deer.
We d o n ’t feed dee r  a n y m o re ,  n o t  at  least wh i l e  ca mera s  are 
a r o u n d ,  an d  we d o n ’t eq u a t e  wi ld  rivers wi th  ru in ed  fores t.  In 1963 
eve ry one agreed th a t  recr eat io n  o p p o r t u n i t i e s  m ore  than  jus t i f ied  
the  d a m ,  an d  soon  they  had n u m b e r s  to prove the  p o in t .  T h e  very 
first year o n e  m i l l ion  peo p le  s how ed  up.
All day I ’d had C a t  Stevens  l o o p in g  th r o u g h  my m in d :  
M o rn in g  has broken , B la ckb ird  has spoken, God's re-creation o f a new
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day. Being re -created  is cool .  No  d o u b t  ab o u t  it. But  is it e n o u g h  to 
jus t i fy  t u r n i n g  a r iver a r o u n d  to m ake it go the  o t h e r  way, s w a m p ­
ing a town and god knows  how  m a n y  archeologica l  sites,  s p e n d i n g  
several mi l l ion  dol lars  in tax m o n e y  in i t ial ly an d  p len ty  an n u a l ly  
on upkeep?
RE-D EF IN ITIO N
1 began a list of wha t  gets rec la imed.  Rivers.  Swamps.
Mines .  Ball players.  S o m e  examples  were easily ca tegor ized .  A new 
d a m  in C h i n a  w i t h o u t  fish ladders:  bad.  An aging  P h i l ade lph ia  
Eagles receiver s h o w in g  u n e x p e c t e d  speed:  good.  Som e  examples  
edged toward  d ec ep t io n :  grass seed pre ssu re -sp rayed  a to p  f la t t ened 
fo rm er  m o u n t a i n t o p s  to m i t i ga te  m i n in g  or  w e t l ands  bu l ldozed  
in to  vacan t  lots to m i t i g a te  d e v e lo p m e n t .  But som e  s tories  were 
i n sp i ra t iona l ,  very nearly  t r i u m p h a n t ,  an d  the  best  seemed  to be a 
k ind o f  re- rec l a im ing .
Like the  Elwha dam s ,  a ha l f -s ta te  away f rom my h o m e  in 
W a s h in g t o n ,  w h ich  once  r ec l a imed  wa ter  for power  g en e ra t i o n ,  
now s la ted  to be the  first m a jo r  d am s  in the  c o u n t r y  to be d e ­
mol ished  to al low the  r e tu r n  o f  sa lm on  cr it ical  to the  ecosystem 
and  the  local t r ibe ,  if the  h o o p la  s u r r o u n d i n g  the  p ro jec t  was any 
in d i c a t i o n ,  to o u r  col lec t ive id en t i ty  as h a l f - decen t  s tewards .  T h e  
d e m o l i t i o n  was cr ea t ing  a k ind  o f  eu p h o r ia .  And ,  o f  course ,  a ton  
o f  backlash.
My first g rade  teacher  used to tell us tha t  saying I ’m sorry 
m e a n t  you 'd  p o u n d e d  a nail in to  a t ree an d  no w  you 've pul led  it 
o u t .  I he hole is still there .  Even as a kid I t h o u g h t :  well,  t hen  m a y ­
be it s best  to leave the  nail in. 1 hat  seemed the  a r g u m e n t  aga ins t  
t ak in g  o u t  the  Elwha,  tha t  the  ho le  w ou ld  still be there ,  tha t  it 
w o u ld  cos t too  m u ch  money,  and m ay be the  en t i re  deal  w o u ld  be 
for show.
Still it's b e t t e r  to say sorry  th an  not  to. As any first  g rade r
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c an  cell y o u .
R e c l a m a t i o n ,  I d e c i d e d ,  c o m e s  d o w n  to  t h r e e  c o n c e p t s :  To 
t a k e  b a c k .  To  m a k e  r i g h t .  To  m a k e  use fu l .  O v e r  t h e  m o n t h s  t h a t  
f o l l o w e d  t h e  t r i p  to  W h i s k e y t o w n ,  I ’d l o o k  l o r  s t o r i e s  w h e r e  t h e  
t h r e e  i n t e r s e c t e d .  I ’d s t a r t  w i t h  d a m s :  h o w  a n d  w h y  t h e y  w e r e  b u i l t ,  
h o w  a n d  w h y  t h e y  w ere  c o m i n g  d o w n ,  a n d  h o w  t h e  d a m s  t h a t  
r e m a i n e d  w e re  g e t t i n g  r e c l a i m e d ,  t o o ,  in a way,  to  m a k e  t h e m  m o r e  
r i g h t ,  m o r e  us e fu l .  A n d  t h e  m o r e  I 'd lo o k  for  s to r ie s ,  t h e  m o r e  
o f t e n  I 'd r u n  i n t o  N a t i v e  A m e r i c a n s .
Like  t h e  W i n t u .  W h o  d i d  n o t ,  as t h e  v o l u n t e e r  r a n g e r  h a d  
s u g g e s t e d ,  h e a d  l o r  t h e  hi l ls .
The n a m e  W i n t u ,  it t u r n s  o u t ,  is b r o a d ,  e n c o m p a s s i n g  
b a n d s  t h a t  l ived  in m u c h  o f  N o r t h e r n  C a l i f o r n i a .  O n e  of  t h e m ,  
th e  W i n n i m e m  W i n t u ,  d e c i d e d  to  t a k e  s a l m o n  r e s t o r a t i o n  in t h e  
n e a r b y  M c C l o u d  Ri ve r  i n t o  t h e i r  o w n  h a n d s .  In an  a t t e m p t  to  f i nd  
s a l m o n  eggs f r o m  a h e a l t h y  t h r i v i n g  r u n ,  t h e y  t r a v e l e d  to N e w  
Z e a l a n d  to  a h a t c h e r y  r u n  by  M a o r i .  T h e i r  p l a n  -  to  t r a n s p o r t  a n d  
t r a n s p l a n t  t h e  f ish -  is c o m p l i c a t e d ,  e sp e c i a l l y  s in c e  t h e y ’ll ha ve  
to  n a v i g a t e  severa l  fe d e ra l ,  s ta te ,  a n d  local  a g e n c ie s .  So t h e  W i n t u  
have  w o r k  a h e a d  of  t h e m ,  a n d  w h e t h e r  t h e y ’ll s u c c e e d  is a n y b o d y ’s 
guess ,  b u t  t h e y ’re s t u b b o r n ,  a n d  t h e y ’re s u r e  t h e y ’re r i g h t .
RECLAM ATION IV
O n e  t h i n g  we s h o u l d  h ave  k n o w n  a b o u t  W h i s k e y t o w n  b u t  
d i d  n o t :  t h e r e ’s p o i s o n  o a k  e v e r y w h e r e .  T h o s e  v in e s  L a u r i e  h a d  
b e e n  s a w i n g  t h r o u g h ?  Yep. A m o n t h  a f t e r  o u r  r e t u r n ,  L a u r i e  w o u l d  
r e q u i r e  e m e r g e n c y  r o o m  ca re  a n d  p r e d n i s o n e  s h o t s .  I t ’s a d a m n e d  
g o o d  t h i n g ,  w e ’d agree ,  t h a t  sh e  w a s n ' t  a l l o w e d  to  b u r n .  M e a n w h i l e ,  
we 'd h e a d  h o m e  b e f o r e  C h r i s t m a s ,  t r a d e  ra in  fo r  sn o w ,  M a n z a n i t a  
for  b u c k  b r u s h ,  o a k  fo r  fir. W e ’d d r i v e  o v e r  t h e  passes ,  s h o w  u p  a t  
a f u n e r a l ,  o n e  o f  a ha l f  d o z e n  f r i e n d s  d e a d  f r o m  c a n c e r  in t h e  pa s t  
c o u p l e  years ,  a n d  r e t u r n  to  h o m e  w h e r e  t h e  r iver ,  fo r  now ,  ran  low.
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I ’d pu l l  t h e  skis  o u t  o f  t h e  g a r a g e  w h e r e  t h e y  h u n g  f r o m  h o o k s  we  
b u i l t  in t h o s e  ea r ly  h e a d y  day s ,  w e d g e d  b e h i n d  a s t o v e p i p e  t h a t  
h e a t e d  us w h e n  t h e  g a r a g e  d o u b l e d  as a po o l  hal l  a n d  a Ian t h a t  
c o o l e d  us a n d  a s h a g g y  s h r e d  o f  c a r p e t  D a i s y  us ed  to  c l i m b  to  get  
a b o v e  t h e  fray. So m u c h  w o r k ,  she  s e e m e d  to  t h i n k ,  w h a t  a re yo u  
d o i n g  it for? T h e  cat  k n e w  w h a t  we  d i d n ’t. N o w  D a i s y ’s g o n e ,  to o .  
T w o  w i n t e r s  ago ,  we  h a c k e d  h e r  gr av e  in t h e  f rozen  g r o u n d .  I he 
h ig h  g r o u n d ,  n o t  t h e  low.
T h e  t e m p t a t i o n  is a lw ays  t h e r e ,  i sn ’t it? Io give  u p ,  to  give  
in.  A d m i t  t h a t  w h a t  we  d o ,  even  w i t h  t h e  very  bes t  i n t e n t i o n s ,  is 
o f t e n  fu t i l e  a n d  s o m e t i m e s  w o r s e  t h a n  t h a t .  W r o n g - m i n d e d .  H a r m ­
ful .  Bad .
U n t i l  t h e  n e e d  to  m a k e  t h i n g s  r i g h t  a r i ses anew.
O u r  l a n d le s s  s u m m e r  n e i g h b o r s  w r o t e  in s p r i n g .  I hey  
w a n t e d  to  r e t u r n  to  t h e  va l ley a n d  n e e d e d  a p la ce  to  c a m p  a n d  o u r  
d e s e r t e d  low g r o u n d  was  an  o b v i o u s  c h o i c e .  So we s t a r t e d  all ove r  
a g a in :  c l e a n i n g ,  w a t e r i n g ,  p l a n t i n g ,  r e c l a i m i n g .  W e  r igg ed  u p  an 
o u t h o u s e  w i t h  T l - 1  1 s c r aps ,  a t a r p ,  a n d  an  o ld  p a i r  o f  skis .  W e  
set  u p  a c a m p f i r e  r i n g  a n d  set  o u t  s o m e  g a r b a g e  c a n s .  O u r  f o r m e r  
n e i g h b o r s ,  n o w  n e i g h b o r s  a g a i n ,  set  u p  a c a m p e r  a n d  a b u g  t e n t .  
W e  a r r iv e d  fo r  d i n n e r  w i t h  g a r d e n  g r e e n s  in p a p e r  to w e ls  a n d  c u t -  
f lo wers  in b e e r  c a n s  as a f t e r n o o n  s u n  b a c k l i t  t h e  b e r r y  b r a m b l e s .  
T h e  low g r o u n d ,  for  t h e  f i rs t  t i m e  in a d e c a d e ,  felt  r i g h t .
T his  m u c h  I k n o w ,  we  all k n o w :  c h a n g e  wil l  c o m e  h a r d  
a n d  fa s t — n a t u r a l  d i s a s t e r s  a n d  g o v e r n m e n t  d e c i s i o n s ,  d a m s  a n d  
oil  wel ls ,  t h e n  smal l  p o x  o r  c a n c e r  o r  a left  t u r n  in t r a f f i c — a n d  
s o m e o n e  s o m e w h e r e  wil l  a r r iv e  to  re c la im  it all ,  to  fill in t h e  gaps .  
S t r a n g e r s  f r o m  ov e r  t h e  h il ls  o r  ac ro ss  t h e  sea or,  he l l ,  a f a r a w a y  
galaxy.  For  now ,  we  a re  t h e  s t r a n g e r s .  A n d  w h i l e  we  re h e re ,  we
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h a n g  o n t o  t h e  r e m n a n t s ,  p r o t e c t  t h e  g lassy s t o n e  c h i p s  ju s t  u n d e r  
t h e  s ur f ace ,  r e p l a n t  a n d  r e s t or e  a n d  r e b u i l d .  W e  c a n ’t h e l p  it. W e’re 
re c l a i m e r s  by n a t u r e .
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TIAH LINDNER RAPHAEL
G w e n d o l y n
In  th is  d ream , I ’m s i t t in g  in the t ra in  s ta t ion  at York  o r  H a r ro g a te  o r  
some such place ho led  up  in  C osta  fo r  an im p r o m p tu  p ic n ic  ea t ing  
those raspberry  b iscu its  they  sell each sp r ing , i t ’s a ra in  
and c ru m b le s  k in d  o f  day— c o n d u c to rs  c o n d u c t in g ,  passengers 
passing— and all the w h i le  I 'm  read ing  some treatise on the state 
o f  the p o u n d  and t r y in g  to  ignore  h ow  each person ’s bag fa lls open 
s p i l l in g  o u t  ra t ty  socks and d u l l  razors, lost keys and lo n g - fo rg o t te n  
ha ir  barre ttes, tea-s ta ined magazines and w r in k le d  letters 
lost to  the  b o t to m  o f  bags n ow  s p ru n g  open and d u s t in g  th e i r  
; co n te n ts  d o w n  the p la t fo rm s ,  and th a t ’s w hen  I see you th ro u g h  
the  c row d  w ea r in g  th a t  dress you  loved, the one I said looked  
l ike  a p i le  o f  weeds u p ro o te d ,  the green one you  rem em be r  and 
the day you w ore  i t ,  the p ic n ic  w hen  you to o k  o f f  y o u r  
m a c k in to s h  and we set ourselves d o w n ,  never m in d  i t  was h u n t in g  
season, and we laughed at the danger and we laughed  at the  squish 
o f  the g ro u n d  and we laughed u n d e r  the ra in -w ashed  r ib b o n s  
and m y  hands u n d id  y o u r  h a ir  and sunk  y o u r  h ips in to  the lo a m -s o f t  
g ro u n d  and i t  was o u r  grand p icn ic  u n t i l  the shot and the doe w h o  ran 
th ro u g h  the m eadow  b lo o d  smeared d o w n  her haunches 
and the doe is you  and the  doe is me and the doe is everyone r u n n in g  
to  catch a t ra in  and you  are everyone r u n n in g  to  catch a t ra in  
and as you  leave the s ta t io n  1 see you  m o v in g  away y o u r  bangs 
s tuck  to  y o u r  fo rehead, sw ea ting  and ready to  b o l t .
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M A T T H E W  SOCI A
I e t  S k i i n g
My fr iend Irevor d ied  of l eukemia  six m o n t h s  ago. It was only  
eleven weeks between diagnosis  an d  dea th .  He was twenty-f ive .  
W h i le  he was being t rea ted ,  I was invi ted  by one of his fr iends  
to join a Facebook g ro u p  ded ica ted  to s u p p o r t i n g  him d u r i n g  his 
chemo.  T h a t  was the  first t ime 1 had heard  he was dying.  Trevor 
and I were Facebook fr iends  most ly  o u t  o f  ob l iga t ion ;  we h a d n ’t 
spoken  to each o th e r  s ince high school .  I d id  no t  feel co m fo r ta b le  
offer ing condo len ces  on his wall,  but  1 checked  it dai ly to see how 
he was doing .
O n  Sep tem b er  3rd,  the first day o f  C o l u m b i a ’s term,  the  
posts s tar t ed  co m in g  in. “ R.I.P. Trevor .” “You’re in a be t t er  p lace .” 
“You were so s t r o n g . ” “W e ’ll miss y o u . ” A few hours  later, Trevor 
appe ared on his own wall wi th  a pos t  tha t  said: “We regret  to 
in fo rm  you that  today, at e ight  in the  m o r n i n g ,  Trevor passed on 
to a bet ter  wor ld  — J a n ”. Jan was Trevor 's m o m .  I d id  no t  go to the 
funeral .
Frevor an d  I grew up in the  same n e i g h b o r h o o d  in rural  
Mich igan .  We were in the  same grade ,  we n t  to the  same e l em en ta ry  
school ,  played on the  same t-ball  teams. We w e re n ’t poo r  for the 
area; we bo th  had  nice houses . He had  an above g r o u n d  pool  tha t  
his dad  set up every May an d  took d o w n  in Sep tem ber .  We sp en t  a 
lot of t ime at his house,  s w im m in g ,  w a tc h in g  pro wres t l ing ,  b u i l d ­
ing erector  sets. At her  reques t ,  I called his m o m  Jan.  I was there 
so of ten ,  th o u g h ,  tha t  on  a few occas ions  I accidenta l ly  called her 
M o m .  Afte rward ,  I r e m e m b er  vividly feeling like I ’d bet rayed my 
own m o t h e r  and that  I ’d so m eh o w  enc ro ached  on Trevor’s family. I 
felt like I ’d s t epped  over a line, as i f I had used Trevor ’s t o o t h b ru s h  
or went  to the  b a t h r o o m  in his house  with  the  d o o r  ajar.
By O c to b e r ,  most  of I r evor ’s final goodbyes  had been 
posted .  People had c o m p l i m e n t e d  the  nice c e rem o n y  and wake.
I hey’d w ri t t en  th ings  they re m e m b ered  ab o u t  h im:  funny  stories,  
th ings  he had l iked,  th ings  he had f r equen t ly  said. 1 had ini tial ly
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n o t  w a n te d  to pos t ,  b u t  af ter  he d ied ,  I t h o u g h t  it m igh t  be crass 
for me to  not  say a n y t h i n g ,  so 1 post ed  “ I ’ll always r e m e m b e r  o u r  
t imes  b ik ing  to t h e  w oods  an d  wres t l ing .  1 later  reread the  post 
an d  c o n s id e r ed  d e l e t in g  it so no o n e  w o u ld  get the  w ro n g  idea 
ab o u t  us. But  w re s t l i ng  in the  w oods  was s o m e t h i n g  we l iked to do.  
W e d  find a c lear ing,  b ru sh  away any b r a m b l e  or  rocks or p o k in g  
th ings  and im ag ine  we were wres tlers.  I once  th re w  him agains t  
a p i ne  t ree,  an d  he p u n c t u r e d  his cheek on a smal l  p r o t r u d i n g  
b ra n ch .  I r e m e m b e r  the  way his cheek rose like a ten t  as he pu l led  
his face f rom the  t ree,  and the  way it s n ap p e d  back to place when  
it was free. In the  hospi ta l ,  we to ld  Jan that  he fell o f f  his b ike and 
l an ded on  a st ick.  T h e  in ju ry  left a c i r cu lar  scar tha t  he m e n t i o n e d  
nega t ive ly  to me on ly  once ,  in m id d le  schoo l ,  a f ter  w e d  a l ready 
g one  o u r  sepa ra te  ways.  H e  to ld me the  scar had left h im d i s i l l u ­
s ioned ,  bu t  at the  t im e  I'm n o t  en t i re ly  su re  e i th e r  o f  us knew  wha t  
th a t  mean t .
In late O c to b e r ,  a n o t h e r  g ro u p  was made,  this o n e  called,  
s imply,  “ R.I.P. Trevor  Hat ley .  N o w  Trevor had three  pages.  T h i s  
o n e  was s t a r t ed  bv a girl n a m e d  Sarah,  a girl w ho ,  I f igured ou t ,  
was his f iancee  at the  t im e  o f  d iagnosis .  She had s t a r t ed  a p p e a r ­
ing in his prof ile pics a few years earlier.  1 hey had b o u g h t  a house  
together ,  a o n e - b e d r o o m  in a new d e v e lo p m e n t .  In the  weeks 
before  he d ied ,  they got  m ar r ie d .  She,  l ike h im ,  was f rom N o r t h e r n  
M ich ig an ,  an d ,  also like h im ,  had never  left.  W h e n  Trevor f r iended  
me o n  F acebook  so long ago,  I read that  he w e n t  to t rade  school ,  
no t  col lege ,  an d  b ec am e  an H V A C  rep a i rm an .  My reac t ion at the  
t im e  was s t ro ng ,  an d ,  re t rospectively ,  sh am efu l .  I was d i s a p p o i n t e d  
he d idn ' t  move on wi th  his life. I t h o u g h t  he was be ing  lazy. I 
t h o u g h t  he was just p laying a r o u n d ,  tha t  he was too sm ar t  to work  
as an  H V A C  re p a i rm an .  W h i l e  I to i led  at school ,  he rode  a r o u n d  
on  his jet skis. Sarah had been s imi lar ly  u n a m b i t i o u s .  She,  I f o u n d ,  
had w ork ed  as a sec re t ary  at her  dad 's  small  co m p an y ,  an d  then
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af ter  g e t t i n g  ser ious  wi th  Irevor,  go t  a job as a sec re t ary  w he re  he 
w orked .  I've never  m e t  Sarah,  so I c a n ’t speak o f  her  p o ten t i a l ,  bu t  
I r e m e m b e r  feel ing th a t  Frevor was s q u a n d e r i n g  his.
But  it was s e r e n d i p i t o u s  th a t  Trevor  d i d n ’t go to col lege.  If  
he had gone,  he w o u ld  have had,  at  mos t ,  th ree  years o f  a p ro fes ­
s ional  life af ter  he g r a d u a t e d .  N o n e ,  really, i f  he d ec id e d  to get  his 
m a s t e r s .  H e  had  no s t u d e n t  loans.  H e  had no responsib i l i t i es .  Be­
fore I k n ew  he was sick I felt s o m e t h i n g  like jealousy.  S o m e t im es ,  I 
w o u ld  look t h r o u g h  the  p h o t o s  o f  the  a p a r t m e n t  he r en te d  before  
he b o u g h t  the  house  wi th  Sarah.  H e  had a big screen TV.  H e  had 
w h a t  looked  like a q u a l i t y  e n t e r t a i n m e n t  center .  T h e  a p a r t m e n t  was 
clean an d  well f u rn i s h e d  an d  had m arb le  or  faux m arb l e  c o u n t e r -  
tops.  He s p en t  a lot  o f  t im e  at  Torch Lake,  b o a t i n g  a n d  jet ski ing.  
He co u ld  af ford  to th r o w  ex t r av ag an t  par t i es  at  the  beach.  Unt i l  
the  s u m m e r  he was on c h e m o ,  I r evor  had  been q u i t e  r i pped  f rom 
all the  ext ra  t im e  he d ed ica t ed  to the  gym.  I r e m e m b e r  t h i n k in g ,  
w h e n  l o o k in g  at  thos e  p ic tu re s  o f  h im  at  the  lake wi th  his f r iends ,  
th a t  I 11 have w h a t  he has ten t imes  over  o n c e  I ’m o u t  o f  school  an d  
e s tabl ished.  Som e  peop le ,  I t h o u g h t ,  seem to have th ings  h a n d e d  to 
t h e m ,  wh i l e  o the rs  have to s t ruggle .
I r ev o r s  b i r t h d a y  w o u ld  have been in N o v e m b e r ,  a n d  w h en  
the  day came,  Facebo ok  r e m i n d e d  me. A few p eop le  left  h i m  b i r t h ­
day wishes .  I r e m e m b e r  re ad ing  th em  the  day they  were p os ted  an d  
feel ing em b a r ra s s e d  for the  p e op le  w h o  had p os ted  t h e m .  T h e y  are 
still up,  m o n t h s  later,  w h ich  emba r ra sses  me on a to ta l ly  d i f f e ren t  
level. I k n o w  Jan has access to his a c c o u n t ,  an d  I t h i n k  it w o u ld  be 
bes t if she c losed it, or  at  least to ok  d o w n  the  b i r t h d a y  wishes  an d  
the  posts  f rom peo p le  w h o  were hacked .  Since  he d ied ,  ther e  have 
been two posts  on his wall by clear Fac ebook  a c c o u n t  hacks . T h es e  
seem even worse  to me th an  the  b i r t h d a y  wishes .  I t ’s l ike s t ep p i n g  
on a grave.  «.
I t h i n k  I r e m e m b e r  the  m o m e n t  o u r  f r i e n d s h ip  s t a r t ed  to
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unravel .  It was in o u r  first year o f  m id d le  school .  We were in the  
same m a t h  class. We sat t o g e t h e r  every  day, in the  f r on t  row. But  
then  o n e  day I walked  in, an d  he was a l r eady  s i t t i n g  at a table  in 
the  hack wi th  th ree  o t h e r  boys a n d  no ro o m  for me.  H e looked  at 
me s t a n d i n g  in the  d o o r w a y  for a m o m e n t ,  t h en  t u r n e d  back to the  
boys.  T h e  w o rd  th a t  kep t  c i rc l ing  in my head for weeks  was b e ­
t r ay a l . ’ S ince his d e a th ,  I ’ve t h o u g h t  a b o u t  t,liis again  a n d  I t h i n k  
I w e n t  too  far. I t h i n k  it was a m i s d i r ec t io n  o f  a m b i t i o n .  I was 
a l r eady his f r iend.  T revor  sat at the  back table  every day, unt i l  the  
boys  got  so ro wdy  an d  u n m a n a g e a b l e  tha t  the  teache r  m ad e  a sea t ­
ing ch a r t .  She p u t  T revor  an d  me next  to each o ther ,  because  she 
d i d n ’t t h i n k  we were f r iends .  We were qu ie t  for a few days  b u t  then  
s t a r t ed  t a lk in g  again .  A week later,  the  teache r  red id  the  ch a r t ,  an d  
for the  rest o f  the  year we were  sep a ra ted .
We still h u n g  o u t  th a t  year,  b u t  we f o u n d  bar r i ers  to bu i ld .  
H e  began p ro jec ts  tha t  were to o  c o m p lex  an d  fragi le to have me 
help  w i th .  B o th  o f  us lost  in teres t  in pro  wres t l ing .  H e  l iked c o m ­
pu te r s  an d  th in g s  th a t  b l i n k ed .  I d id  t rack an d  soccer.  My b i r t h d a y  
is in May, an d  even t h o u g h  by the  en d  of o u r  first  year of m id d le  
school  we weren ' t  s p ea k in g  to each o t h e r  m u c h ,  I still i nvi ted  h im 
to my party.  By th a t  p o i n t ,  I had a w h o le  new ci rcle o f  f r iends ,  so 
the  p a r ty  was bas ica l ly us a n d  h im .  I 'm sure  we were c l ique -y  an d  
ins ide  joke-y,  bu t  I do  r e m e m b e r  Trevor at the  s tar t  of the  party,  
in a conica l  ha t ,  s i t t i n g  at my  d i n n e r  table  l a u g h in g  wi th  the  rest 
of us. Later,  wh i l e  we were s u p p o s ed  to be w a tc h in g  a movie ,  he 
snea ked  o u t .  I f o u n d  h im  in my b e d r o o m ,  still  in the  hat ,  s i t t i n g  
on my bed wi th  the  l ights  off. I to o k  offense  to this.  I t h o u g h t  he 
was be in g  snobby .  Like all c h i ld r e n ,  I t h o u g h t  he was o u t  to ru in  
my par ty.  I to ld  h i m  this ,  an d  left h im  the re  in the  dark .  I hen 1 
w e n t  o u t s i d e  a n d  su lked  in my par en t s '  campe r ,  face d o w n  on the  
beige  a n d  p u n g e n t  ma t t re ss ,  an d  wa i t ed  for Irevor,  or a n y o n e ,  to 
c o m e  an d  apo logize  to me.  I wa i t ed  for w h a t  see med  like an hour ,
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b u t  was p r o b a b ly  on ly  five m i n u te s ,  because  w h e n  I f ina l ly  ca m e  
back to the  movie ,  no  o n e  seem ed  to have n o t i c ed  I was gone.  
I revor  was s i t t i n g  cross- legged on the  f loor  next  to o n e  o f  my new 
fr iends .
S e p t e m b e r  was m y  first  sem es ter  as a P h D  c a n d id a t e  at 
C o l u m b i a .  1 d o n ’t b lam e  T re v o r ’s dea th  for my di f f i cul t i es  an d  
ac ad em ic  sp o t t in e s s  last fall, t h o u g h  it was ce r t a in ly  a c o n t r i b u t i n g  
factor,  i ’ve lived in big cit ies before ,  b u t  n o n e  like N e w  York. To 
say th a t  I n ee d ed  to ad jus t  to the  pace w o u ld  have been a s t r e t ch ,  
bu t  I had this weird  drive,  a dr ive  to w h ich  1 s u b m i t t e d  a lm o s t  
daily,  to explore  every road,  e n t e r  every shop,  ea t  at  every deli .  I 
d o n ’t p lan  on s taying  in N e w  York af ter  I d e f en d  my thes is  -  I p lan  
on m o v in g  on — so I t h i n k  I felt t h a t  I n ee d ed  to get  as vivid an 
i m p r i n t  of the  c i ty as I co u ld  before  co l l ec t i ng  my let ters  o f  rec an d  
c a tc h in g  the  last t ra in  out .  I t h o u g h t  a b o u t  I r evor  a fair bi t  whi le  
wa lk ing  the  s tree ts ,  b u t  it s t r ikes  me as i n c id en ta l  to my  des i re  to 
explore .  In D ecem b er ,  my  adv iser  had a hea r t  to hea r t  w i th  me 
a b o u t  my progress ,  a n d  she used the  w ord s  u n t h o r o u g h ’ a n d  ‘u n ­
d e r g r a d u a t e , ’ w h ich  left me d o p e y  an d  sh a t t e r e d  for weeks . W h e n  I 
r e tu r n e d  to N ew  York af ter  C h r i s t m a s  break,  I r e tu r n e d  w i th  a new 
resolve to s tay s tapl ed  to my  desk an d  focused.  A n d  I ve been good  
s ince  th en .  My progress  is progress ing.
I hen,  o n e  m o r n i n g ,  m i d - M a r c h ,  T revor  p os ted  on my 
wall.  Hey! 1 fo u n d  the  m o s t  a m m a z i n g  s ite for h o t  singles! C l ick  
here to join w i th  me. I t s  ha rd  to say w h o  to feel em b a r ra s s e d  for 
in a s i t u a t io n  like tha t .  I he hackers  jus t  un leash  t he i r  v i rus  on 
hac ebook  an d  let it spread to an y  a c c o u n t  it can,  so i t ’s n o t  like 
they set o u t  to hack the  dead.  J a n s  n o t  as f o r u m  savvy as s o m e o n e  
m in e  an d  Trevor’s age w o u ld  be; she m u s t  have logged on as Trevor  
an d  c l i cked on o n e  of the  bad l inks , c o m p r o m i s i n g  his a c c o u n t .  It 
was such a per p le x in g  th i n g  for m e  to see I r evor  re sur rec ted  as a 
c o m p u t e r  v irus ,  b u t  th en  wi th  t h ings  like G m a i l  a n d  F ace bo ok  an d
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O K C u p i d  an d  m a t c h . c o m ,  i t ’s b e c o m e  q u i t e  hard  to really pack up 
and  b u ry  the  dead.
I hat  m o r n i n g ,  af ter  see ing  T revor’s message,  I fell in to  a 
Facebook  loop.  I w e n t  to T re v o r ’s prof i le an d  c l icked on a n am e  on 
his f r iends  list -  a per son I never  m e t  n am ed  Nate .  I read N a t e ’s 
prof ile  an d  then  c l icked on o n e  o f  the  f r iends  on his f r iends  list. 
And  so on.  Af ter  awhi le ,  I moved  o u t  o f  M ich ig an .  T h e n  o u t  o f  
America .  I t r ied  to f ind  more  exot ic names,  names  o f  peop le  f rom 
o t h e r  c o un t r i e s .  I w e n t  to France ,  th en  Jap an ,  then  back to France.  
I l ooked th r o u g h  the  p h o t o  a lb u m  o f  a T h a i  girl s t r ip  to Aust ra l ia.  
I s k i m m e d  the  prof i les  o f  people  f rom Russia.  I wen t  to Africa.  I 
saw pi c t ur es  f rom a c o s t u m e  par ty  in Kumasi ,  G h a n a .  1 saw p re t t y  
C a m b o d i a n  girls wi th  big earr ings  an d  high ch eek b o n es .  T h i s  
w hol e  Facebo ok  loop cost  me at least e igh t  hour s .  I c l icked on ci ty 
nam es  if they looked  co m p e l l i n g .  I wen t  to India ,  bu t  no t  C h i n a .  
Am er ic an  m u s i c  is p o p u l a r  ev erywh ere ,  it seems. I we n t  to S ou th  
America .  I saw p ic tu re s  o f  s ta tues  f rom M o n t e v i d e o ,  Uruguay .  I 
saw a Brazil ian exec type  b e h i n d  her  desk,  w h o  was f r iends  wi th  
a w o m a n  wi th  t r ip le ts  f rom N a i r o b i .  I w e n t  to the  West  Indies .
And th en  to Fmgland,  where  I c a m e  to the  prof ile o f  a m an  n am ed  
Jeffrey. Facebo ok  said we had o n e  f r iend in c o m m o n .  I 'm not  
sure how they knew  each other ,  b u t  there  was my f r i e n d ’s prof i le  
pic.  H i m  on a jet ski on  Tor ch  l ake,  his new wife’s arms  w ra p p ed  
a r o u n d  his ches t ,  a roos ter  tail a r ch in g  high b e h in d  th em .  I hey 
looked  like they m us t  have been g o in g  incred ib ly  fast.
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